
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



// ^^^ V'' 


>/ — ^^^^^,>^ / 




^ W f. ^-'"'y.^^^^^ 






P^^H^L^^^' I / '^ '^sss^^ 


^^^^mi-^c^ 


^^ ' =^^WfeQj^^^^^ w^[t ^ 




^ >^|^jk::^r%r^ =^Bl^^Pi^3^B^^^^=-^^«^_ - \ ^ 


— rJC—rs^f^ - ^^^_r^^^^KS^-»*^ K 


^^^^- ^1 


— — ■^<*^^^"'^^^2' 




^^^^^ 


% J^^^^ 


fcsa^^&=^" 


i ^^ "^^3=^^^^^ 



f 


^ 


'^H 


ffill 


gf^ 




H 


R;| 




BM 


r-J:^^ 


'^^^H^^B. 


M 


w^ 




If^ 


I^JE 


^Jt^m^A 



J. J. 



Eastward, Ho! 



Charles Alden John Farrar 



^i/ 



■iii^': 



ih:'- 



=^^^^^ 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Tbeed bt ▲ Moose. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



> y ' 



. 1 ^i .■ ~-.V>.^A*^ 






v.'i <^"-->^. 



Vi^;. 









. "i/'-r^^^i 



^:;::..i 



■V^^'! 



v.: :..•..;>. ,.^-;..> 






.A .1 

N i 



■^^.^^\ 



i 



Y' +!JSliM»^vir. 



' -^ ''. "' 



■:^. I 



^V 









^,y^: .. . ^ ^ 






-.^V'' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized 



by Google 




1 



^ K -4^ 



:^] 



•:i " 






"■>-? . 



.% ^-^ 



.:K 









.-/■« 









^ i.'.rO *>V A MOv^SE. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized 



by Google 
















\ I 






■^ ^-•*- 



": ^ ! 



-■...if 



■/ \:^.^. 






y '^ 






jY A MOuSE, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



LAKE AND FOREST SERIES. 



EASTWARD, HO! 

OB, 

Adventures at Rangeley Lakes. 



CONTAININO 



THE AMUSING fiXPERIENCB AND STARTLING INCIDENTS 

CONNECTED WITH A TRIP OF A PARTY OF BOSTON 

BOYS TO THE WILDS OF MAINE. 



A STORY FOUNDED ON FACT. 
CAPT. CHARLES A. J. FARRAR, 

AVTBOB or ''CAMP LIIV IN THB MnLDXnNXM." "M008XHXAD LAKIC AND TBI ROVTI 

MAUfX WILDKBNKSS." "* BIOUABDSOM AND BAMQSLXT I.AXU, 

UXUSnUTSD," XTOn >IO>t KTa 



BOSTON: 
LEE & SHEPARD, PUBLISHERS. 

NEW YORK: 
CHARLES T. DILLINGHAM. 

1880. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



./ 



Harvard Ooliegre Library. 

17 Nov. 1892. 

Gift of 

JOHN BARTLBTT. 

of Cambridgfe. 



Copyright. 

By Charlss A. J. Farrar. 

z88o. 



Sockwell and Churchill, Frinten and Stereotypen, l7o. 39 Arch Street, Boston. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



MY ESTEEMED FRIEND, 

E. S. O OE, 

OP BANGOR, MAINE, 

IN ACKNOWLEDGMENT OF THE MANY COURTESIES TENDERED 
THE AUTHOR, 

AT VARIOUS TIMES AND PLACES, 



This y< 



OLUME 



IS 'RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



PREFACE. 



In undertaking this series of books, the author 
has not only the amusement, but the instruction, of 
American boys at heart, and also a desire to have 
them become acquainted with a region where, if 
they sp^nd a part of the summer, they will cer- 
tainly grow in health, if not in grace ; as the pure 
air and lovely bodies of water, the vast forests 
and lofty mountains, incite all that is true and noble 
in a boy's character, and a month or two spent 
amid such scenes will surely strengthen the 
muscles, improve the health, and leave upon the 
mind impressions that are destined to elevate the 
moral tone of youth. 

The writer has spent vacations in many places, 
but in none has he found the health and pleasure 
to be derived from a visit to the Richardson and 
Rangeley Lakes, situated as they are in a vast 
wilderness, — a veritable paradise for fishing and 
gunning, the waters teeming with the' sportive 




viii Preface. 

trout and landlocked salmon, and the woods with 
every variety of small game, as well* as bears, deer, 
caribou, and moose. 

In this volume the author introduces a party of 
Boston toys who have left the city to spend a 
vacation in this delightful country, and with whose 
characters and adventures he hopes you may be- 
come pleased on a perusal of the book. 

C. A. J. FARRAR, 
RocKviEW, Jamaica Plain, Mass., April, 1880. 
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CHAPTER I. 

CLAUDE AND HIS FRIENDS IN COUNCIL. 

On the first Monday evening in June, in the year 
1874, a number of boys, or young gentlemen we may 
by courtesy call them, had assembled in the parlor of a 
house on Chester Park in Boston. There were nine in 
the party,, their ages varying slightly ; the youngest being 
fifteen and the eldest eighteen years old. They were 
all South-End boys, their acquaintance of several years' 
standing. 

At the time we discover them they are busily engaged 
in talking upon some topic engrossing their whole at- 
tention. Let us learn, if possible, what interests them so 
deeply. 

"Now, fellows, we want to decide this question to- 
night. Some of you have declared in favor of several 
short trips, others in favor of one long one." 

It was Claude Emerson, the eldest of the party, who 
had spoken, and at whose home the boys were holding 
their meeting. 
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"I go in for a long one," said Charles Wingate, and 
he cast an inquisitive look about him to discover, if he 
could, how many of his friends held the same opinion. 

'' So do I,*' continued Emerson, " and as school does 
not close until July, and will not commence until the 
first of October, I am in favor of making our arrange- 
ments so we may all start together about the* first of 
August and spend two months wherever we decide to 
go. We shall probably need some little time for prepa- 
ration for such a trip as I propose, and as our studies 
will keep us busy between now and July, we can take 
the time between the closing of school and the first of 
August to make the necessary preparations for our 
trip." 

" Have you any place in view, Claude ? " asked Frank 
Maynard. 

"Yes, one that I think will suit our case exactly. 
Within a week or two I have heard of a place where I 
think we might have a splendid time. It is down to 
the Richardson Lakes, in the western part of Maine, in 
the centre of a vast wilderness, which extends unbroken 
to Canada. This region is comparatively unknown to 
the great mass of people, and there is first-rate fishing 
and hunting, as well as beautiful scenery, and the 
chances for fun, of course, are immense. 

" How are we going to find our way around in a 
wilderness ? " inquired Thomas Le Roy. 

" Oh, we shall have to engage a guide, who will 
show us about and do our cooking." 

" You mean to camp out then.?" queried Andrew St. 
Clair, Claude's chum. 

"That is it exactly; it will be a new experience to 
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all of us, and I think we can have a better time that 
way than in any other. Now, what do you say, fel- * 
lows?" 

" Were you ever down there ? " interrogated William 
Foster, the youngest of the company. 

" No, I never was ; but having made several inquiries 
in regard to the place I can give you a little information 
on the subject, if you wish." 

" Go ahead V " Let's have it ! " " Pipe her up ! " 
exclaimed several of the boys in one voice. 

" Well, then, fellows," commenced Claude, " the facts 
I have been able to gather are these. The Richardson 
Lakes are two of a chain known as the Rangeley Lakes, 
and, as I said before, are in the western part of Maine. 
There are six lakes in this chain, known severally as Um- 
bagog, the most southerly ; Welokennebacook, or the 
lower Richardson Lake ; Molechunkamunk, or the 
upper Richardson Lake ; Mooselucmaguntic, or the 
great lake ; Cupsuptic ; and Rangeley, or Oquossoc. 
These lakes are connected by small streams, and have 
all together about eighty square miles of surface." 

" Beg pardon for interrupting, Claude," put in Win- 
gate ; " but did you learn to pronounce those names 
without getting your mouth out of shape ? " 

" I believe I have," declared Claude, while his friends 
smiled in concert. 

"How do you get down there?" sang out John 
Adams, Jr., a namesake of the illustrious statesman. 

"Walk," said Foster, with a grin. 

" Too much tongue is the trouble with you," replied 
Adaois. 

" There are a number of different routes," answered 
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Claude ; "we can go by Boston and Maine or Eastern 
^Railroads to Portland, or steamer from India Wharf, 
if you prefer ; then by Grand Trunk Railroad to Bry- 
ant's Pond ; then stage it to Andover. At this point we 
take a private team to the lakes, and after reaching 
them, we can go in row-boats anywhere we wish.*' 

"Where do you hire your guide?" asked David 
Smith. 

"At Andover, and there we can also procure such 
supplies as are necessary for the trip." 

" What is this thing going to cost? " asked Foster, anx- 
iously. His father was not wealthy, as were the fathers 
of most of the other boys, and he was wondering where 
he could get the money necessary for the trip. 

" I can't say exactly, but I should think for the round 
trip about one hundred dollars each, not including pri- 
vate expenses, such as guns, fishing-tackle, etc." 

" If s of no use for me to talk about going then," 
assented Foster, while a shadow darkened his face; 
" my father can't afford it." 

" I have thought of that. Bill ; but you and I have 
had too many good times together to be separated on a 
time like this, and I will find a way for you to go, 
without your putting out a cent except for your gun and 
fishing-tackle ; so don't fret." 

" If you do, I shall not forget the favor in a hurry," 
replied Foster. 

"You will go if I go," replied Claude, decidedly, 
after which the boys entered into a general discussion of 
the proposed excursion, and they finally concluded to 
go to the Richardson Lakes the first of August, and 
spend two months in the lake region. 
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*' I say, Claude," asked St. Clair, during a lull in the 
conversation, " do they have good boats down to those 
lakes?" 

" I don't know how that is, but I have an idea that I 
shall take down a boat myself, if I can get father to buy 
me one. I know a man over at South Boston, by the 
name of Graves, who builds splendid boats, light and 
swift, and stiff as a frigate. They only weigh about 
sixty pounds each, and can be bought for seventy dollars 
apiece." 

"I will get one if you do," said St. Clair. 

'' So will I," added Wingate. 

*' They would be just what we want for this excur- 
sion," continued Claude ; " and if three of us should 
each buy a boat, they would accommodate us all 
nicely. Three could go in a boat easy enough." 

*' But what should we do with the guides and the 
stores ? " asked Frank Maynard. 

"Let the guides furnish their own boat, and cany 
the stores in it." 

" But we should need tents," suggested Le Roy. 

*' That* s so," replied Claude, " and we can hire the 
tents at some place on Commercial street, and take 
them down with us. We should need one large enough 
for us to sleep in, and another for the guides to live and 
cook in ; the stores could be kept in the guides' tent 
also." 

" That would be ' bang up,' " said Smith. 

*'What a snoring there would be at night!" added 
George Robbins, smiling. 

" I have no doubt," remarked Claude, "that I shall 
be troubled by some of you snoring, more especially 
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as I never snore ; " and he looked archly at his 
friend. 

" Oh, no, of course not. You don't snore," replied 
St. Clair ; " anybody could hear you a mile away." 

The boys all laughed, as St. Clair winked at them. 

" I suppose there are plenty of bears down there," 
said Wingate, with an inquiring look at Claude. 

" Of course there are in such a' wild country as that." 

" I would like to get a shot at one," added Wingate, 
looking fierce at the thought. 

" Gammon !" exclaimed Smith ; " if you saw a bear 
you'd run yourself out of breath in five minutes." 

" That remains to be seen," said Wingate. 

" So does the bear," retorted Smith. 

" Well, boys," said Adams, looking at his watch, " I 
shall have to go home. I will see you again soon, 
Claude." 

"Look here, fellows," remarked St. Clair, as the 
boys made a motion to leave, "all of you come down 
to my house the first Monday evening in July, and we 
can arrange our plans for this trip. You all know 
where I live, on Dartmouth street. For one, I am 
bound to go on this racket." 

The rest of the party expressed a willingness to meet 
at St. Clair's house, and then the boys bid Claude good- 
night, and went home. 
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CHAPTER n. 

A TRIP TO THE LAKES DECIDED. 

During the month of June the boys often met and 
talked over their plans for their summer excursion, and 
the appointed evening found them all at St. Clair's 
house, ready to decide the matter finally- 
After the usual amount of small talk, Claude asked 
Wingate what he had learned about the boats. 

" I went over to South Boston, as I promised," said 
Wingate, *' and found Mr. Graves. He showed me 
several different boats ; they are all beauties, and I think 
they are just what w6 want. They are light and strong, 
sharp as a wedge, and set steady in the water. If we 
wish to make any portages, two of us can carry one boat 
easily. He makes a yoke to go with the boat, so that 
one man can carry one alone ; but I don't believe any 
fellow in our crowd has muscle enough to do that ; but 
two of us can handle one easily. He will furnish two 
or four oars to a boat, as we choose, and he puts a patent 
row-lock on the boat that beats an3i:hing I ever saw. 
It is attached to the oar, and yet you can feather an oar 
better than in an old-fashioned row-lock, — a great help 
where one is pulling against a head-wind. He will sell 
us three of the boats I looked at for two hundred dollars, 
all complete, with row-locks, oars, paddles, etc., and I 
do not think we can do better than buy them. If we 
like down to the lakes this summer we may wish to go 
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another year, and then we should have our boats all 
ready." 

"Two hundred dollars for three boats," remarked 
Claude, — " that is about sixty-seven dollars a piece. I 
am willing to take one at that price." 

" So am I," added St. Clair ; " I spoke to my father 
about the boats, and he said I could have one if it didn't 
cost over seventy-five dollars. 

" Three boats," said Le Roy; *' why, we shall have 
quite a fleet." 

" And we can have some races," added Robbins. 

"We shall want fishing-tackle and other things of 
that kind," remarked Foster. 

" Bradford & Anthony's is a good place to buy fish- 
ing tackle," put in Adams ; " I am going to get mine 
there." 

" I'll look in therewith you some day," added Smith. 

" I say, let us all go together," suggested Maynard; 
" the more we buy the cheaper we can get it, probably." 

" If I go, I want a gun," remarked Robbins. " Who 
knows of a good gun-store ? " 

" I do," said St. Clair. " Wm. Read & Sons, in Dock 
square. I was in there, the other day, pricing guns." 

" I am going to get me either a rifle or a double- 
barrel gun," announced Claude, " I must take that store 
in some day." 

"When are you going to get your boat, Wingate?" 
inquired St. Clair. 

" Any time when you and Claude are ready. A little 
idea came into my head yesterday about this boat busi- 
ness that I want to talk over with all of you to-night." 

" Let us hear it," said Claude. 
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" I don't know how it is with the rest of you, but I 
must confess my education in the art of rowing has 
been sadly neglected, and my idea was to get the boats 
at once, and commence practising in them, so that 
when we get down to the lakes we shall know how to 
handle an oar." 

*' But where can you keep your boats, and where can 
we practise ? " interrogated Robbins. 

" I declare, I hadn't thought of that." 

'• I know some fellows who belong to a boat-club in 
Jamaica Plain," said Claude, " and they have a boat- 
house on the shore of Jamaica pond. I can see them, 
and perhaps we can get permission to keep our boats in 
their boat-house until we go down to the lakes, and 
then we could practise on the pond." 

*' That would be gay," interrupted Foster. 

" Yes ; and after we had practised two or three 
weeks we could have a race," suggested St. Clair. 

" So we could. You had better inquire into that 
matter," said Adams. 

A general discussion now took place as to how often 
they should practise on the pond, and it was finally 
determined that as soon as Claude had obtained consent 
of the boat-club to store the boats, he would buy them, 
Wingate and St. Clair accompanying him to see the 
boats properly housed. The boys also concluded to 
visit Jamaica pond for practice, after the boats were pur- 
chased, every pleasant Wednesday and Saturday after- 
noon, until the time arrived to start on their proposed 
excursion. 

"Have you learned anything more about the place 
where we are going, Claude?" asked Smith. 
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" A little something. The two Richardson lakes are 
about eighteen miles long ; that is, from the lower part 
of Welokennebacook to th^ upper end of Molechunka- 
munk lake it is about eighteen miles. There is a sort 
of sound or strait between the two lakes known as 
the Narrows, two miles long, but that is included in the 
eighteen miles. At the upper part of Molechunka- 
munk lake there is a dam — " 

" Plenty of those here," broke in Robbins. '' Verbal 
dams, I mean." 

" That is not the kind I was speaking of," continued 
Claude, laughing; "this one is built of wood and 
stone, — it holds back the water of the lakes above 
during lumbering operations, and is called the Upper 
Dam ; on the western shore of the lower Richardson 
lake there is another dam, called the Middle Dam, which 
controls the water of the two Richardson lakes. From 
the Middle Dam you can walk across a carry four or 
five miles, and then take a boat and go down the Rapid 
river to Lake Umbagog, which is the lowest lake in the 
chain, and lies partly in New Hampshire. I also 
understand there is a steamboat on this lake, called the 
Diamond, that makes trips across the lake and down 
the Androscoggin river three or four times a week." 

" Hurrah for the steamer ! We'll have a sail on her," 
broke in Le Roy. 

*' Yes, we can take a look at her some day," assented 
Claude, and then continued : " the Middle and Upper 
Dams are both good places for fishing." 

" I was in Bradford &- Anthony's store the other day, ' 
and Mr. Prouty told me trout were caught at the Upper 
Dam weighing ten pounds each," interposed Foster. 
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"I hope we may catch some of them, but I don't antici- 
pate hooking a ten-pounder." 

*' If you did, the guide would have to pull him out 
for you," said St. Clair. " I have heard my father say 
that a large trout could tow a boat with two or three 
men in it. 

" So can a whale," added Smith, with a provoking 
smile. 

"Well, I guess my father knows," contended St. 
Clair; "he's been to the Adirondacks, fishing." 

" The Adirondacks are played out," said Smith. 

"St. Clair?'' queried Robbins. 

"What is it?" 

" Did your father ever meet the Rev. Mr. Murray ia 
the Adirondacks ? " 

' ' Not that I know of. Why ? " 

" If he tells such stories as that I think he must have 
met him." 

A laugh followed this remark. 

"Oh, never mind Mr. Murray," said Claude, "which 
way do you think we had better go ? I mean between 
here and Portland. For one, I prefer the boat." 

" So do I," echoed Foster. 

" ' A life on the ocean wave,' that's the ticket for m.e," 
chimed in Maynard. 

" I go in for that also," said Adams ; " there'll be lots 
of fun on a steamer." 

"And, beside," added Claude," we shall have half 
a day to spend in Portland, as the boat arrives there 
about five o'clock in the morning, and the train that we 
should go on don't leave until afler one o'clock." 

" I should like that," acquiesced Robbing, " for I 
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never was in Portland, and that would give us a chance 
to see the place." 

" What do you propose to take with us in the way of 
stores, Claude ? " inquired Foster. 

"Oh, I don't know exactly. Indian meal, potatoes, 
salt pork, hard bread, and flour, I suppose will be the 
principal things. To these we can add coffee, tea, 
sugar, butter, condensed milk, and whatever else we 
think is needed. When we get to Andover each fellow 
can make out a list of the stores he thinks we need, and 
then we can compare notes, and make our selections 
from the different lists." 

"I'll tell you one thing we ought to have, sure, that 
you did not mention." 

" What is that, Maynard??' 

*' Beans ! baked beans wouldn't be bad eating up in 
the woods." 

" That's so. We will certainly take some beans with 
us." 

" What kind of a road is it, Claude, from Andover 
to the lake, — do you know ? " interrogated Smith. 

" I don't know much about it, but I guess part of it 
is pretty rough. Anyhow it runs through the woods 
for seven or eight miles, and cannot be very smooth." 

" The rougher it is, the better, and the more fun 
we'd have on the ride," suggested St. Clair. 

" Can we get any higher up than the Upper Dam, 
Claude } " asked Wingate. 

" Certainly. We can carry our boats across the port- 
age, strike the other lake, and go to a place called 
Indian Rock, up near the head of Mooselucmagun- 
tic." 
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" What a jaw-breaker that is," exclaimed Robbins, 
with a grin. 

" What is this place called Indian Rock, do Indians 
live there ? " queried Adams. 

"I don't know, replied Claude; "but, if they do, I 
guess there is not much danger of our losing our 
scalps." 

"Are there any mountains down there, Claude?" 
inquired Le Roy, who having once walked to the top 
of Mount Washington, had had a penchant for climbing 
mountains ever since. 

" I suppose there are ; but you must remember that I 
have never been down there, and of course can't tell 
you everything." 

" There are several quite high mountains in Maine," 
observed Foster. "There is Mount Katahdin, for in- 
stance, which is 5,7^5 ^®^t high, — nearly as high as 
Mount Washington." 

"I don't think the lakes we are going to are any- 
where near Mount Katahdin. They are in Franklin 
and Oxford counties, and I think Mount Katahdin 
must lie farther north and east." 

" Well, if there are any mountains about those lakes 
I am bound to climb them," asserted Le Roy, decid- 
edly. 

" All right, my boy, nobody will hinder you," ob- 
served Robbins. 

" Now, fellows," asked Claude, as he cast an inquir- 
ing glance around, " what day in August shall we start 
on our excursion ? The month comes in on Saturday ; 
but we could not start Saturday, because we should be 
stuck in Portlan4 over Sunday." 
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" Thaf s so," assented Smith. 

" It seems to me, Claude," suggested Maynard, 
" that Monday would be the best day to start. We 
should have the whole week before us, and get comfort 
ably settled down in camp before Sunday." 

"Then we'll call it Monday, if no one objects." 

No one objected, so that matter was settled. 

"Now, fellows," asked Wingate, "what hour shall 
we meet at Jamaica pond, to practise in the boats?" 

"Two o'clock! Half-past two! Three o'clock," 
sang out several at once. 

" I think half-past two o'clock will be about right, as 
some of us do not have dinner until one, and then we 
may not catch a car just at the moment we want it," 
suggested Claude. 

" You can bet your life you won't," declared Robbins, 
who was an inveterate grumbler; " you can never get 
a car on the Metropolitan road when you y^ant one, nor 
a seat after you get a car." 

" What car do you take, Claude? " asked Foster. 

" A Jamaica Plain car." 

" They are always crowded to suffocation," growled 
Robbins again. 

" Oh, well, you can w;alk if you prefer it," replied 
Claude, with a laugh ; adding, " it is understood then, 
that we meet at Jamaica pond, Wednesday afternoon, 
at half-past two, in the boat-house of the Jamaica Plain 
boat-club." 

"Yes, we all understand it," replied Wingate, and 
the friends separated. 

The following four weeks were busy ones with our 
young friends. Every Wednesday and Saturday after- 
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ternoon found them on Jamaica pond practising in the 
boats, which had been bought, and named the " Fairy," 
the " Go Ahead," and the " Water Witch ; " and such 
proficiency did the young gentlemen make in rowing, 
that when, on the last Saturday afternoon that they had 
to practise, they met the Jamaica Plain and Brookline 
boat-clubs out on the pond, they challenged them to a 
friendly competition, and in the race that followed they 
beat both of the out-of-town clubs by several boat 
lengths. 

During this interval, also, they had purchased guns, 
revolvers, and fishing-tackle, and whatever else they 
thought they should need on their trip, and now each 
one of them longed for the hour of departure to 
arrive. 

The party had fully decided to go to Portland by the 
steamer, and start Monday night. 

The day at last came, and Maynard, who had agreed 
to look after the boats, hired an expressman in the fore- 
noon, and went out to Jamaica pond for the boats ; he 
accompanied the team to the steamer, where he charged 
the man, who attended to loading the freight, some 
forty times, more or less, in regard to carrying the 
boats to Portland without injuring them, and finally 
left the wharf satisfied that they would reach Portland 
in safety, if the steamer did. 

Claude went to the office of the Grand Trunk Rail- 
road Company, on Washington istreet, in the afternoon, 
and bought excursion-tickets from Boston to Andover 
and return for the whole party, — the rest of the boys 
having given him their money for that purpose. 

Maynard, who was a thoughtful fellow, had engaged 
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five state-rooms, when he went down to the steamer 
with the boats, and as other members of the party- 
had duly attended to sundry commissions, by four 
o'clock in the afternoon arrangements were entirely 
completed. 
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CHAPTER in. 

BETWEEN BOSTON AND ANDOVER. 

The party had agreed to meet at the steamboat- 
wharf at half-past six, and by twenty minutes of seven 
they had all arrived, Claude and St. Clair being the last 
two ; and they were accompanied by their fathers, who 
had come down to see them off. 

" Here we are, fellows," sang out Claude, as he and 
St. Clair jumped out of the hack which had brought 
them. " Are you all here ? " 

" Yes," answered Wingate," and it is going to be a 
splendid night." 

"Now, Claude," said Mr. Emerson, turning to the 
party, " we will attend to checking the baggage. Has 
it arrived yet?" 

"There comes the wagon," answered Foster, who, 
having nothing better to do, had been staring in every 
direction. 

Mr. Emerson stood by while the luggage was un- 
loaded, and saw that it was all checked for Bryanf s 
pond, and that each one received his checks. 

" And sure, young jintlemen, won't ye'es buy some 
apples of a poor old woman ? " croned a withered speci- 
men of female Ireland, who was crouched -down by a 
pile o£ trunks with a basket containing about half a 
peck of apples. 
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St. Clair, who was nearest to her, looked at her a 
moment, and something in her appearance appealed 
to his sympathy. 

" Lef s clean her out, fellows ! " he exclaimed, as he 
deposited a ten-cent scrip in her basket and took five 
apples. 

• The other boys followed suit, and in a moment the 
basket was empty. 

"May the Holy Virgin bless ye'es," said the old 
woman, as she gathered up her money and hobbled 
off. 

Just then a bell rang. 

" Look alive, fellows, the boat is going," sang out 
Foster. 

" That is only the first bell ; you have fifteen minutes 
yet," remarked Mr. St. Clair, smiling at the boys' 
impatience. " But perhaps you had better go on 
board, now, and not hurry at the last moment ; " and 
he led the way, with Mr. Emerson, followed by the 
boys. 

The tide was low, and the gang-plank declined 
considerably. 

" Keep right side up, fellows," continued Claude, as 
he followed the gentlemen ; " this plank is slippery." 

"I don't intend to become food for fishes just yet,'* 
added Wingate, who was next behind. 

"This is the 'John Brooks,' isn't it, Claude?" asked 
David Smith, as they gained the deck. 

"Yes, it is." 

" Now, boys, it is more pleasant on the upper deck," 
suggested Mr. Emerson, " and we will go up there." 

The boys followed the two gentlemen to the upper 
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deck, and then to the stem of the boat, where they all 
found seats near each other. 

Just as they were seated, a darkey came along, 
ringing a bell, and shouting, "All ashore thafs going 
ashore ! " 

"I guess we are not going just yet," said Le Roy 
to the darkey, as he turned away. 

The gentlemen then bade each of the lads good- 
by, and gave them a few hints of excellent advice, 
charging them above all things not to run into unnec- 
essary danger. 

"And remember, my son," said Mr. Emerson, as he 
shook hands with Claude and kissed him, " you can 
have just as good a time, and enjoy yourself just as well, 
without doing anything that you'll be ashamed of after- 
wards." 

The two gentlemen then went on shore, and took a 
position on the \Yharf where they could see the boys 
until after the steamer left the dock. 

The last bell then rang, the gang-plank was hauled 
out on the wharf, the fasts were cast off, and slowly 
the wheels began to revolve. 

"Hurrah, boys!" cried Claude, "we're off on a 
time." 

"Yes, and a mighty good time I mean to have," 
answered Maynard. 

" There's your father and mine waving their hand- 
kerchiefs," remarked St. Clair to Claude. 

" So they are ; " and all the boys waved their handker- 
chiefs in return to the gentlemen, until the boat had 
gone quite a distance from the wharf. 

"I tell you what, fellows, this is a splendid evening," 
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said Robbins, watching the sun, which was slowly dis- 
appearing behind some light clouds- in the west, tinting 
them with gold and crimson. 

"It is," replied Claude; ''but what do you say to 
going forward, fellows? I think we can see better 
there." 

" Fm in for it," agreed St. Clair, as he led the way, 
followed by the other boys. 

Proceeding forward, they 6btained stools, and gathered 
in a knot in front of the pilot-house. 

They had all been down the harbor on different oc- 
casions, and recognized each object of interest as it was 
passed. 

" There's Fort Independence," sang out Foster. 

" Where away, my hearty? " demanded Wingate, in 
a gruff tone of voice, which drew a smile from some of 
the party. 

" Three points off on the starboard bow," answered 
Foster, falling in with the nautical vein of his compan- 
ion. 

"And there's Deer Island, off on the other side," 
said Claude. 

" I don't think thaf s a very dear island," retorted St. 
Clair, with a grin ; " lots of people go down there and 
stop three months at a time for nothing." 

" Yes ; but they have to work their board," suggested 
Smith. 

" That isn't the style of summer residence that would 
suit me," declared Adams. 

" Whafs that black thing out there, Claude?" asked 
Foster, nodding towards a small, dark beacon that rose 
some twenty feet above the water. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Adventures at Rangeley Lakes. 38 

'* Nix's Mate, they call it." 

" Isn't there some kind of a yam connected with 
that ? " interrogated Robbins. 

'* Yes, I believe there is," answered Claude. '' Many 
years ago there used to be a large island there ; but Fve 
forgotten the story about it." 

The object that had attracted the attention of the boys 
was, as Claude had said. Nix's Mate, an irregular, 
rocky base of an island, not a great distance from • 
Long Island Head ; it is almost entirely concealed at 
high water. There is a beacon of split stone in the 
centre, some thirty feet square, fastened together by 
copper bolts, which secure it from the force of the sea 
in north-easterly gales. The shape is a parallelogram, 
the sides being twelve feet high, and ascended by stone 
steps on the south side. On the top of this is a six- 
sided pyramid of wood, twenty feet high, with one win- 
dow to the south. This is the conspicuous part of the 
beacon, and serves as a warning to seamen to keep 
from the dangerous shoal on which it stands. At low 
tide a large piece of land is visible, but at high tide 
only small boats can sail to the beacon. It is related of 
one of our old Bostonians, that he could remember 
when Nix's Mate was a verdant island, on which a 
large number of sheep were pastured. Years ago, 
although the soil is now completely gone, there was 
pasturage for fifty head of sheep, entirely above high- 
water mark. Tradition says that the master of a ves- 
sel, whose name was Nix, was murdered by his mate, 
and buried on this island, nearly two centuries ago. 
The mate was executed for the horrid crime, but de- 
clared he was innocent of the murder, and prophesied 
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that the island, as an evidence of his innocence, would 
be entirely washed away. The total disappearance of 
the land above water led many to believe the truth of 
his assertion, — that he was unjustly put to death. The 
circumstance was handed down from one generation to 
another, till the erection of the beacon, when, by com- 
mon consent among seamen, it took the name of Nix's 
Mate. It was the custom, in the early years of Boston, 
to hang pirates in chains on this island, to strike sailors 
with terror as they came into port, that the influence 
might deter them from the commission of such wicked- 
ness. 

" They've lit up the light-house at Long Island," said 
Le Roy, who was looking that way. 

At that moment a darkey came forward to where they 
were sitting, ringing a large bell, and shouting, "All 
passengers who have not settled their fare will please 
call at the captain's oflSce and settle." 

" I guess we won't call," said Wingate ; " we're quite 
comfortably settled where we are." 

"What did you say, sar?" asked the darkey. 

" We want you to give our regards to the captain, 
and tell him we'll call next Fourth of July," put in 
Maynard. 

"I guess you boys think you're sumfin smart," 
answered the darkey, as he walked away. 

"What do you say ^o having some supper, boys?" 
asked Claude, looking around him, 

" I'm in for it," assented St. Clair ; " and I ; and I," 
added the other boys. 

" Well, come on then ; " and Claude led the way. 

Descending to the lower cabin, the boys found seats 
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together at the table, and, as boys of that age are always 
hungry, they soon made havoc with the food before 
them. 

Beefsteak, ham and eggs, fish-balls, toast, fried pota- 
toes, etc. , disappeared from before them with a celerity 
that caused the colored waiters to roll their eyes, and 
wonder where the food all went to. 

" Here, Sambo," cried Le Roy to one of the waiters, 
"give us another cup of coffee." 

"YouVe drank two already," said Smith, who sat 
beside him. 

" Well, you see," replied Le Roy, " the first two were 
roily, and I want the third one to settle them." 

As the boys edged along to dessert, cake and pie van- 
ished with the rapidity of a light snow in midday sun- 
light, and the waiters were kept on the jump every 
minute by the party, who laughed and joked as they 
gave each new order. 

" De good Lord sabe us," said one patriarchal-looking 
old waijer ; " I wonder where dese bwoys a gwine ; dey 
breed a famine there in less'n a week." 

Claude happened to overhear the remark, and repeated 
it to the boys, who roared with laughter. 

" I don't wonder he thinks so," said Maynard ; " lefs 
get out of this ; there is no use in making hogs of our- 
selves." 

" As if you hadn't done it already," suggested Adams. 

Finally the boys arose from the table and walked up 
to the steward to settle. 

"How much do you want?" interrogated Claude. 

" Half a dollar each." 

*' Wouldn't fifty cents apiece do as well? '* 
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" I guess it will do this time," answered the darkey, 
with a smile that showed his white ivory. 

After paying for their suppers the boys ascended to 
the promenade saloon, from which the state-rooms 
opened, and were about to look at their rooms, when they 
saw the mate and ticket clerk, with three or four darkies, 
approaching them. 

" They are taking up the tickets," said Claude. 

"Are they? Well, I have an idea. Here, Claude, 
take my wallet and ticket, and when they come along 
give them your ticket, but hang on to mine." 
- ' ' What are you up to now, St. Clair ? — you had better 
be careful how you joke with these steamboat men." 

" I'll look out. Now, fellows, don't any of you laugh," 
continued St. Clair, as he turned and gazed toward the 
after-part of the boat, his face assuming the most stolid 
expression possible. 

" Tickets, gentlemen," said the clerk, as he reached 
the party who were gathered in a group near the head 
of the stairway that led below. 

Claude passed out his ticket ; so did all the boys but 
St. Clair. 

" Ticket, sir," said the clerk, addressing St. Clair, 
who took no notice of the remark, but with both hands 
in his pocket was intently gazing at the chandelier. 

" Here, give us your ticket," said the clerk, this time 
touching him on the shoulder. 

St. Clair turned upon him with a look of such stupid 
surprise that the rest of the boys roared with laugh- 
ter. 

"Take a drink with you?" bawled St. Clair. "I 
don't drink ; my father won't let me.'* 
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*' You confounded fool, give me your ticket ! " again 
cried the clerk, who now began to get mad. 

" Kiss you for your mother? — I won't do it. I never 
kissed a man in my life," answered St. Clair. 

" He's as deaf as a haddock," said Maynard to the 
clerk, tipping a wink to the rest of the boys. 

The clerk, who did not see the wink, acted on the 
hint, and, drawing in a tremendous breath, bawled at 
the top of his voice : — 

" Your ticket^ Confound you, give-me-your-ticket," 
at the same time showing St. Clair the tickets in his 
hand. 

St. Clair reached out his hand as if to take the tick- 
ets, remarking : — 

"Thank you, Tm much obliged to you. What are 
they good for ? " 

"Is the boy a fool? " angrily asked the clerk, glaring 
around at the bystanders, who were now convulsed 
with laughter. 

At that moment the mate came up to inquire the 
cause of the clerk's delay. 

" Here is a boy," said the clerk, " who won't give me 
his ticket ; and he is either deiaf or a fool, or else he is 
trying to sell me, — I can't make out which." 

St. Clair was gazing very intently at the chandelier 
again. 

"Here, my son, where is your ticket?" demanded 
the mate, touching him on the arm as he spoke. 

" You'll give me a dollar? You're a brick," returned 
St. Clair. 

"You'll have to speak louder," wickedly suggested 
Claude. 
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" I want your ticket, my boy," yelled the mate, in a 
voice that might have been heard on Cape Ann. 

"Going to see Aunt Sally, are you?" answered St. 
Clair. "What do you suppose I care about it?" and 
again he gazed at the chandelier. 

The passengers roared with laughter. 

" You won't get any ticket out of him," said one. 

" He's a chicken," added another. 

" Look here, my young lad," remonstrated the mate, 
who, like the clerk, was beginning to lose his temper, 
" if you don't hand over your ticket we'll find snugger 
quarters than this for you. We'll chuck you down in 
the hold, where the darkness and smell of bilge-water 
will make you recover your hearing." 

" I have recovered that already," replied St. Clair, 
with a smile, who saw that he had carried the joke 
about far enough. 

" Well, then, let's have your ticket." 

" I thought you'd dead-head me," replied St. Clair. 

"On what grounds?" queried the mate. 

"Oh, any grounds you want, — coffee-grounds, for 
instance." 

" You're pretty smart, my boy ; but I can't afford to 
waste any more time on you, so let's have your ticket." 

" Here is his ticket," said Claude, who didn't think 
it wise to have the conversation further prolonged. 

"Well, my lad, I forgive you," said the mate, who 
was a good-natured fellow. " I suppose you boys are 
out on a time, and want to have what fun you can out of 
it," and, followed by the clerk and assistants, he passed 
down the stairway. 

The boys now went and inspected their state-rooms, 
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and arranged how to sleep, and then went forward 
again. The boat by this time was nearly through Broad 
Sound Channel, and they again took seats near the 
pilot-house, and watched the waves as they tumbled and 
rolled over each other in the glimmering moonlight. 

'' Let* s have a song, fellows," suggested Rollins. 

" What shall it be.?" asked Claude. 

"'Upidee!' 'We won't go home till morning!' 
* Homeward Bound ! ' ' Mulligan Guards ! ' " exclaimed 
a number in the same breath. 

" ' Speed away,' is a good one," said St. Clair. 

"So it is," assented Robbins; "lefs start all to- 
gether." 

Most of the party were good singers, and the vocalism 
of the boys soon attracted a large number of the passen- 
gers, who listened to them for nearly an hour, as they 
rendered song after song with really good taste and 
expression. 

" Nine o'clock, fellows ! " said Claude, looking at his 
watch ; " I'm going to turn in, and I think you had all 
better, for we shall have to be up early in the morn- 
ing." 

"I hope if 11 be pleasant to-morrow," said Robbins, 
as the party broke up and went to their state-rooms. 

"The first fellow up in the morning will call the 
others," remarked Claude. 

" Agreed," replied Maynard, as the boys bade each 
other good-night, and sought their berths. 

The night passed without anything occurring to mar 
the slumber of our young friends, and when Claude, 
who was the first one awake, arose and dressed, the 
steamer was moored at her wharf in Portland. Stepping 
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out of his state-room, he rapped on^the doors of the 
others. 

" Come, fellow^, tumble out ; we're in Portland ! " 

That announcement brought every boy from his berth, 
and they were soon dressed and out in the saloon. 

"Now the first thing, I suppose, is breakfast," sug- 
gested Maynard. 

" I am not hungry yet ; it is only six o'clock," said St. 
Clair, looking at his watch. 

"Do they have breakfast on the boat?" inquired 
Adams. 

" I don't know," replied Claude ; " but we will find 
out." 

They passed down to the freight-deck, where they 
found one of the oflicers of the boat. 

"Can we get breakfast on the boat, sir?" asked 
Claude, as the boys approached. 

"No, we don't serve any breakfast. You will have 
to get it on shore." 

"Is there any good place near here?" queried 
Foster. 

"Yes. You had better go over to the Grand Trunk 
Depot. It is only a short distance from here, there is a 
good dining-room there." 

"Which way is it?" 

" Go up to the head of the wharf, and turn to the 
right," replied the ofiicer. 

Following the directions given them, the boys went 
over to the depot and ate a hearty breakfast, after which 
they returned to the steamer to see about their boats. 
They found them on the wharf. 

Ma3mard paid the freight-bill, after examining them 
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to see that they were not injured, and then engaged an 
expressman to take them over to the depot. 

"Is it the freight depot where you want them 
carried?" asked the man. 

" No, the passenger depot," Claude answered. 

" Where are you boys, going?" queried the express- 
man. 

" To Richardson Lakes." 

" Well, I don't believe they'll take those boats on the 
passenger train for you; you'll have to send them by 
freight." 

"But they must do it," cried St. Clair, excitedly; 
" we want them to go along with us." 

" Well, ril take them over to the depot for you, 
but you'll be lucky if you get them on the train." 

The boats were loaded carefully and taken to the ' 
depot, and put out of the way. 

Claude hunted up the baggage-master, and asked 
him if he thought they could take the boats with 
them. 

" I don't know. I don't believe you can," said that 
functionary, with a careless stare at the anxious faces of 
the boys. 

" Well, that will be a nice go ! " declared Smith. 

" How about the baggage, Claude?" 

" Oh, that is all right, it was checked through te 
Bryanf s Pond." 

" I tell you what it is, fellows, we'll stop here in the 
depot afler dinner, and see the conductor of the train 
as soon as he comes, and lay the case right down to him." 

" A good idea, Maynard ; we'll just go for him red- 
hot," added St. Clair. 
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" He'll probably be another cross-grained old chap," 
growled Robbins. 

" That is the best thing for us to do, anyway," 
retorted Foster. 

" Now what next?" queried Adams. 

" Let's see the city," suggested Claude. 

The boys were all agreed. 

" Shall we walk or ride? " asked St. Clair. 

" I go in for walking," answered Le Roy ; *' we shall 
see more that way." 

Accordingly the boys started up town, and inspected 
the custom-house, post-office, stores, the Falmouth, 
Preble and United States Hotels, the City Hall, and 
finally took a horse-car and rode for an hour or more, 
wherever the cars went. Then they visited Munjoy 
Hill, and the observatory, and amused themselves here 
for some time by looking through a powerful telescope, 
and by its aid they could obtain splendid views in every 
direction. It was twelve o'clock when they returned 
to the depot, tired and hungry, and marched into the 
dining-saloon, taking seats at two tables, one being too 
small to accommodate the whole party. 
- " I'm as hungry as a bear," declared Claude, as with 
a sigh of satisfaction he took up a bill of fare and glanced 
over it. 

" And I feel as if I'd had nothing to eat for a month," 
added St. Clair. 

" I'm as hollow as a bass-drum," remarked Le Roy. 

" In your head or stomach?" queried Smith. 

" Stomach, of course; you didn't suppose my head 
was like yours, I hope." 

A girl came up to each table to take the orders. 
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The boys told them what they wanted, and pretty 
soon they were making knives and forks fly with a will. 
The waiters were kept busy, and the proprietor of the 
place smiled with satisfaction. He didn't get such a 
hungry set of customers every day. 

After dinner they found the conductor of the train, 
and spoke to him about the boats. He declined to take 
them at first, but they argued the case with such perti- 
nacity that he finally agreed, and they were packed 
carefully in the baggage-car. 

It was now five minutes past one. The train left at 
one-twenty. 

" Come, boys^ lef s get seats," called Claude, after the 
boats had been disposed of; and the boys stepped into 
a car and took seats together. 

"Which is the shady side, fellows?" asked Wingate. 

" The right side," answered Claude ; " and as we are 
on that side, why, of course, we're all right." 

" How far did you say it was, Claude, from here to 
Bryant's Pond ? " interrogated Robbins. 

" Sixty-two miles." 

" What time will we get there ? " 

" About half-past four, I believe." 

"All aboard!" exclaimed the conductor, from the 
outside ; and in a moment more the train was in 
motion. 

" Here we go, fellows," said Adams ; " we shall soon 
see the last of Portland. 

The train moved on, the boys keeping their gaze out 
of the windows, and enjoying the landscape views that 
met them every moment, constantly changing as the 
train swept around the curves in 
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Falmouth, C!umberland, Yarmouth, Yarmouth Junc- 
tion, North Yarmouth, Pownal, New Gloucester, Dan- 
ville Junction, Empire Road, Mechanic's Falls, Oxford, 
So. Paris, and West Paris, were severally stopped at, 
the boys seeing something of interest at each station. 

At last the call of " Bryanf s Pond ! " brought them all 
to their feet, and as the train drew up at the station 
they jumped upon the platform. 

Claude, Maynard, and St. Clair made a rush for the 
baggage car to see to the boats, and assist in unload- 
ing them, and they were deposited upon the platform 
without injury. 

"Going up to the lakes, boys?" queried the stage- 
driver, as he came around the corner of the depot. 

" Yes," returned Claude ; " how are we going to get 
these boats to Andover?" 

" They'll have to go on the freight team." 

" Does it go to-night? " 

" No, in the morning." 

" What time does it ^et there?" 

" To-morrow night." 

" Then I suppose we shall have to stop in Andover 
until Thursday morning." 

" You will if you want your boats to go into the lakes 
the same time you go yourselves." 

"Where is the teamster?" 

" He's about here somewhere. Let me have your 
checks, and you can look him up while I get your bag- 
gage." 

" I'll find the teamster, Claude," here interposed 
St. Clair, " arid you stop where you are and see tliat he 
gets all of the stuff. You have the checks." 



Digitized 



by Google 



Adventures at Rangeley Lakes. 4ft 

St. Clair called to Mayriard, and they went after the 
teamster, while the rest of the boys helped Claude and 
the stage-driver with the baggage, as it had to be carried 
around to the back side of the depot, where the stage 
was in waiting. 

St. Clair and Maynard succeeded in hunting up the 
man who drove the freight team, and he went over to 
the depot with them, and took a look at the boats. 

"Mighty pretty boats," he remarked, as he looked 
them over. 

'' Yes," assented St. Clair ; " now what are you going 
to charge us to haul them to Andover ? " 
' ' What do they weigh ? " 
" Sixty pounds, each." 

*' Oh, I guess I'll have to tax ye about a dollar'n a 
quarter apiece ; yer see I'll have to be pretty careful of 
'em." 

"Yes," acquiesced Maynard, "we should not want 
them hurt." 

"Yer going up to the lakes, I take it?" said the 
teamster. 

" Yes," replied Claude. 

" Well, ril get a man to help me, and we'll put 
these boats in the freight-house to-night, and load them 
in the morning. It wouldn't be safe to leave *em here ; 
these little devils would be all over 'em," and he glanced 
at an admiring group of small boys, evidently the rag- 
tag and bobtail of the village, whose eyes were fastened 
on the boats as if they would devour them. 

"What time will you get to Andover?" queried 
Maynard. 

" Oh, I dunno, somewhere from four to seven 
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o'clock. It'll depend something upon how hot the day 
is." 

" We shall expect to see them, then, to-morrow even- 
ing at the Andover House," said Claude. 

" So you're going to stop at Thomas's ; are yer? " 

" I don't know anything about Thomas's ; we are 
going to stop at the hotel." 

" Well, Al Thomas keeps it." 

" Come, fellows," sang 'out St. Clair at that 
moment, " we are waiting for you." 

" We'll see you then to-morrow night," said Claude, 
as he and Maynard walked off to the stage. 

They found the boys at the side of the coach. 

" Where are we going to ride? " inquired Adams, of 
Claude, as he came up. 

" Lefs all go on the outside." 

" There isn't room." 

" Nonsense, yes, there is. How many can sit on the 
seat with you, Mr. Stage-driver?" asked Claude. 

" I guess I can make room for two of you," replied 
the driver, good-naturedly. 

" How many can sit on the next seat above?" 

" Three." 

" Thaf s five provided for, and the rest can ride on 
top, and sit on valises. Come on, boys," and the party 
climbed to the top of the coach, St. Clair and Claude 
occupying the seat with the driver, Maynard, Wingate, 
and Le Roy the seat above them, and the other four on 
the roof of the coach, disposed themselves in the easiest 
manner possible. 

Inside was an old gentleman and three ladies, which, 
with the baggage, altogether made a pretty good load. 
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They drove over to the post-office, and received the 
mail, then the stage turned about and drove the other 
way. As they passed the Bryanfs Pond House, 
Claude cried : — 

" Now, fellows, three cheers and a tiger for Bryanfs 
Pond," and they were given with a will, which excited 
surprise in the gaping rustics who had gathered about 
to see them off. 

" That sheet of water the other side of the railroad 
was Bryant's Pond, I suppose," remarked Claude to the 
stage-driver. 

"Yes, thafs Bryanfs Pond." 

"And what was the mountain to the west of it?" 
queried St. Clair. 

" Mount Christopher." 

" Where are you boys from ? " 

"Boston," answered Claude. 

" I suppose you expect to have a pretty good time up 
to the lakes?" 

" You bet ! " laconically replied St. Clair. 

" Sho ! and you was never down to the lakes before ? " 

" We never were ; this is our first trip." 

"What may I call you?" asked Claude, politely, 
not knowing the driver's name. 

" Woodman, — John Woodman." 

" Do you own the stage-line?" 

" Yes, me and the deacon, — thafs my partner, Mr. 
Tuttle." 

"What do they call him deacon for?" asked St. 
Clair. 

"Oh, because he's so pious," returned the driver, 
with a chuckle. 




48 Eastward^ Ho! or, 

" Isn't this high, Claude? " sang out Foster from the 
top of the coach/ who was enjoying the delicious air 
and beautiful scenery along their route. 

."Yes, pretty high," returned Claude, referring to 
Foster's position on the roof. 

" Oh, none of your cheap jokes, old fellow ; keep 
them till we get back." 

" They're so old they won't keep," put in Robbins. 

" Whaf s the matter with you, old sorehead?" 
queried Le Roy. 

The stage here drew up at a house on the right side 
of the road, and Mr. Woodman threw out a mail-bag. 

An elderly woman came out and picked it up. 

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed Claude, in mock hor- 
ror ; *' see that female light on that unsuspecting mail." 

" That's the worst I ever heard," said St. Clair. 

" Wretched ! Put him off the coaqh ! Fine him ten 
dollars ! " sang out several of the other boys. 

" This is Fin Hook," remarked the driver. 

" What a queer name for a place ! " replied Claude. 

" Yes ; you see years ago there used to be an old fel- 
low live here, who used to catch trout off of that bridge 
we've just come over with a pin hook. So they called 
the village Pin Hook." 

They were now passing along a hard, level road, 
with hills and intervales around them, while in the dis- 
tance mountain after mountain towered nearly to the 
clouds. 

"This is a lovely country through here, Claude," 
ventured St. Clair, who for some time had been silently 
enjoying the beauty of the landscape. 

" Yes, it is. I am glad we came down here." 
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"Yes, ifs a purty country," remarked the stage- 
driver. 

" The winters are rather cold here, I suppose," said 
St. Clair. 

*' Yes, they're purty tough," answered the stage-driver, 
and then added, " this ridge I'm driving on now is 
called the Whale's Back ; you see how it sets up above 
the land on each side ; seems as if it was hove up here 
on purpose to build the road on." 

" It is queer," assented Claude. 

" How are you fellows getting along up there? " sang 
out St. Clair to those on top of the stage. 

*' Oh, first-rate," answered Foster ; " I wouldn't swap 
seats with you." 

Shortly after they reached the village of Rumford, 
and the stage rolled up to the hotel. 

'* Is this Andover? " asked Claude. 

" No, Rumford. We change horses here, and the 
mails. You can get supper here if you wish." 

'' Who keeps the hotel ? " asked St. Clair. 

''Mr. Price." 

The passengers all alighted and entered the house, 
while the coach drove off to the post-office and stable. 

"Going to have supper, Claude?" asked Maynard, 
when they had entered the office. 

" I guess we may as well ; I suppose it will be eight 
or nine o'clock when we get to Andover." 

I should like to get rid of a little dust first," said St. 
Clair ; " I wonder where the wash-room is." 

" Step this way, if you want to wash," replied the 
landlord, who had entered the room in time to ,hear the 
remark, and he led the way to a little closet off the 
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office, and here the boys found the necessary articles for 
toilet. 

After washing, and brushing their clothes, they were 
shown to the dining-room, and took seats at the table. 
A good supper was spread before them, and they did it 
ample justice, keeping the two girls who waited on the 
table busily engaged attending to their wants. 

Just as they had finished, the driver looked in and 
told them the stage was ready. 

They arose hurriedly and stepped into the office. 

'^ How much is it? " asked Claude, of the landlord, 
who was standing behind the counter. 

" Fifty cents each." 

The boys paid it, and resumed their places in tlie 
coach. 

At the foot of the hill that led down from the hotel 
they came to the river, crossed by means of a rope 
ferry. 

"What river is this?" asked St. Clair of the 
driver. 

" The Androscoggin." 

The stage drove on to a flat boat, fastened to a large 
cable by two smaller ones ; on the ends of the small 
ones were grooved blocks that travelled along the larger 
cable. 

The boat was pushed off" from the shore by the ferry- 
man with a long pole, and then the current caught it and 
floated it down ; but the small cables attached to the 
boat ran along the large cable, and so it crossed the 
stream. 

'' That's one way to propel a boat," said Claude, as 
the coach drove off*. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Adventures at Rangeley Lakes. 51 

"You never saw a ferry like that before, I guess," 
declared Mr. Woodman. 

" No, I never did. I think it's a novel idea." 

Ascending a little hill the -stage drew up at another 
post-office, and received more mail-bags, then drove 
along. 

" That is the Ellis river," the driver remarked, 
pointing to a stream that emptied into the Androscoggin 
a few rods above them. 

" Where does it come from?" queried Claude. 

" It rises way up in the hills back of Andover." 

" There's something looks like a horse's head," cried 
out St. Clair, pointing to a cliff some distance off. 

" Yes," replied the driver, *' that's a purty good head 
and neck. There is some veins of white rock in that 
dark ledge that makes it." 

"Do we cross that covered bridge?" asked Claude 
of the driver, nodding toward one they were ap- 
proaching. 

"Yes. Thafs over the Ellis river. There's a road 
runs to Andover on this side of the river, but we take 
the road on the other side, — it's nearer for us." 

The scenery was now growing wilder and more pic- 
turesque, and for several miles the attention of the boys 
was riveted on the view before them. But, as dusk 
approached. Smith proposed a song, and the coach 
drove up to the post-office in Andover, the boys singing 
" We won't go home till morning." 

The village people who had gathered at the office to 
await the opening of the mail stared and wondered. 

The mail-bag was dropped, the stage drove over to 
the hotel, and the boys alighted and entered tlie office, 
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where they immediately found themselves the observed 
of all observers, and were gaped at and stared at by a 
crowd of loafers which momentarily increased. 

" Who runs this hotel?" asked Claude of the driver, 
who stepped in at that moment. .' 

"Mr. Thomas." . 

" Is that him ? " asked Claude, nodding towards an 
individual who had just entered, wearing an old black 
haty and blue overalls tucked in the top of his boots ; 
he carried a lantern in his hand, and seemed to have 
some authority. 

" No," replied the driver, " thaf s the hostler. Say, 
Sessions, where's Thomas ? " 

" Over to the store, I guess," was the reply. 

"Well, hunt him up; these young gentlemen are 
going to stop here to-night." 

Meanwhile the bystanders were keeping up a sotto* 
voce conversation. 

" Who are they ? " said one. 

"Where did they come from?" asked another. 

" Bet they're going up to the lakes," ventured a third. 

" I'd like to know if they wanter guide," here put in 
one of that fraternity who was hanging around for a 
job. 

" By Jehosophat I don't they wear good clothes, 
though?" ejaculated a small boy in the crowd. 

Finally the landlord made his appearance. 

"We wish some rooms immediately," said Claude, 
who did not take kindly to the staring they were under- 
going. 

" How many of you are there?" 

" Nine. We would like one room with two beds in 
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it, and three double-bedded rooms. Three of us will 
sleep in one room, and the other six in the other three 
rooms.** 

The landlord led the way upstairs, and the boys were 
soon provided with very good rooms. They went 
down then and selected their baggage, which was car- 
ried upstairs. 

" What time do you have breakfast?" asked Claude 
of the landlord. 

"About seven," was the reply. 

*' We'll be on hand," remarked Claude, as, accom- 
panied by the rest of the boys, he went upstairs. 

St. Clair, Claude, and Maynard roomed together, 
and the other boys paired off as they had done on the 
boat, and, as they were all tired, went at once to bed. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A MOUNTAIN EXCURSION. 

The boys were up bright and early in the morning, 
and went out for a stroll before breakfast. They went 
down the road toward the Ellis river, crossed the 
bridge, and continued on up the hill beyopd. At the 
top of this they stopped and looked about them. The 
village lay at their feet, bathed in the morning sunlight, 
closed in by the mountains in every direction. Southerly 
the Ellis pursued its meandering course through the 
broad intervals, a silver jewel in an emerald setting. 

"By George! isn't this glorious?" broke out Rob- 
bins, in a tone of rhapsody ; and for once he forgot to 
find fault. 

" I have never seen a finer landscape view,'* answered 
Claude, who had quite a taste for sketching, and was 
looking at the scene with the eye of an artist. 

" How sharp and clear the outlines of those moun- 
tains come out ! " added St. Clair, who was gazing off 
towards Bald Pate; it lies four or five miles from 
the village, and is one of the highest mountains in 
Maine. 

" I say, fellows," cried Le Roy, with enthusiasm, 
''why can't we climb that highest mountain to-day? 
We shall have plenty of time." 

" I thought likely you'd want to go for the first moun* 
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tairi we saw, as soon as you arrived here," added 
Maynard. 

"I'm not sure, boys, but what that would be a 
pleasant way to spend the day," said Claude, " It 
will not take us long to engage the guides and pur- 
chase our stores, and then we shall have nothing 
to do." 

"It's going to be a nice day to ascend a mountain/* 
chimed in Foster ; " if s as clear as a bell." 

" And we may meet with some adventure," suggested 
Adams. , 

The boys now returned to the hotel, talking over the 
matter as they walked along. 

After breakfast they interviewed the landlord in 
relation tp guides and stores, and' engaged George 
and Frank Thomas to go with them, — two young men 
who were strong, active, and willing, and so pleasant 
that the boys took a liking to them at once. 

They were recommended to buy their supplies at a 
store near the hotel. 

They made out their lists and compared them with 
each other, and finally submitted them to the guides 
before making their purchases. 

After these matters were disposed of, they hunted up 
the landlord again. 

When they had found him Claude asked him how 
far it was to that high mountain, pointing to one that 
lay pff to the west. 

" You mean Bald Pate. If s about five miles by the 
road to the base, and then you leave the team and have 
four miles to walk." 

" Can you furnish us with teams to drive there? " 
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" Yes, I guess so. Let* s see, there's nine of you ; it 
would take two teams. I'll see if Mac '11 go, and take 
his buckboard." 

" Can we find our way up there easily?" questioned 
Smith. 

''There's a spotted path all the way, but you might 
get bothered some before you get to the top. I'd have 
one of your guides go if I were you." 

"Are there any trout near where we go^" queried 
Wingate. 

"Yes. It's good fishing in Old Maid's Brook, and 
it runs near the road." 

" Why can't we take our rods and catch some fish, 
then?" 

"You won't have time to fish any if you go to the 
top of Bald Pate. And, besides, if you go up there you 
ought to see the falls and flume on Cataract Brook. 
You go within a few rods of them, when you go up 
the mountain." 

" Are the falls worth looking at?" asked Le Roy. 

"Most people think they are, and then you'll be so 
near them it won't be much trouble to see them. It'll 
take you all day to go up there, anyway, and you may 
as well see all you- can." 

" Lose our dinner, then," growled Robbins. 

" No, you can take a luneh. I'll have it put up for 
you." 

" Hang it, I'd like trout for supper," said Wingate, 
returning to the fish question again. 

" Well," replied the landlord, who seemed anxious to 
please his young guests, " George and Frank might go 
with you, and one could go up on the mountain with 
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you, and the other fish Old Maid's Brook until you come 
down, and then come back with you." 

" That* s just the thing," acquiesced Wingate. 

So it was settled in this way. 

George Thomas was to accompany them to the top 
of the mountain, and Frank was to be set down at Old 
Maid's Brook, and try his luck with the trout. 

The landlord ordered his team harnessed, and then 
went and engaged a Mr. Macodemus and his team, who 
promised to come as soon as he could get ready. 

"Would you take oiur guns?" asked Maynard of 
George Thomas. 

"You may see some partridges. Take them if you 
want to." 

" They'll be heavy to lug up the mountain," suggested 
Robbins. 

'Tm going to take mine, anyway," said St. Clair. 
" Fll have a shot at something before w& get back, if 
it's nothing more than a stump." 

Claude concluded his sketch-book would be of more 
use to him than a gun, and it was no trouble to carry 
it 

The landlord now came out on the piazza with two 
buckets filled with lunch, which he deposited in the box 
on the buckboard under the seat. 

" There comes Mac," said Frank Thomas, as a team 
approached. 

"So this is what they call a buckboard," remarked 
St. Clair, gazing at it curiously. 

" Yes," answered the landlord ; " it is the easiest rid- 
ing team on a rough road that you ever saw." 

" Is the road rough where we*!: 




58 Eastward, Ha ! or^ 

" Oh, no, it's a good road as far as the team goes ; but 
we use these teams most on the lake road." 

A buckboard is a vehicle made of three or four 
spruce boards, about twelve feet long and four feet 
wide, fastened to dead axles, all the spring being in the 
boards. They have two seats on each, which are box- 
shaped, the top of the seat lifting up, and serving as a 
cover for the box. A pole is attached to the forward 
axle, and they are drawn by two horses. As the land- 
lord had said, they are the best vehicle for rough riding 
ever built. Some are made small and light, with shafts 
for one horse ; but those do not ride as easy as a double one. 

Both buckboards, or springboards, as some term 
them, were now drawn up in front of the hotel await- 
ing their passengers. 

" Come, fellows, let's pile on," said Claude, jumping 
on to Thomas's team. He was followed by Maynard, 
Adams, St. Clair, Wingate, and Le Roy. 

Robbins, Foster, Smith, and the two guides took the 
other team, and with a cheer they drove off. 

Mr. Thomas drove his own team, and led the way, 
Macodemus following close behind. 

St. Clair, Wingate, and Maynard were the only ones 
who had taken guns ; but Foster and Smith each had 
small revolvers with them. 

It was ten o'clock when they left the hotel, and a 
more beautiful day could not be imagined. 

''This is red-hot, fellows," remarked Wingate, as 
their horses galloped along the road. 

" Yes, sir, it is," assented Adams. 

" We may see some partridges up in the Surplus," 
said Mr. Thomas to St. Clair. 
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" Whafs the Surplus?" 

" It's a piece of land up here a few miles, that the 
road runs through. When the town was laid out it 
was to be four miles square, and this lane was not 
needed. So it is called Andover Surplus. There is 
the North Surplus, and the West Surplus. The North 
Surplus adjoins Andover, Byron, Grafton, and Letter C 
township, and the West Surplus, Andover, Grafton, 
and Newry. What we shall cross up here is the West 
Surplus." 

" Do you think we shall see anything to shoot on the 
mountain?" asked Foster of Macodemus, who, with 
Robbins, occupied the seat with him. 

" Wouldn't wonder if you saw a bear. Why, bears 
are as thick up there as sheep in a pasture. I've shot 
four or five there myself, and a party of folks from 
tlie village, who were up there after cranberries last 
fall, camped there over night, and had two full-grown 
bears come into their tent ;" and Macodemus gave a 
sniff, and whistled to his horses, looking as innocent as 
a lamb all the time. 

" By gracious ! " exclaimed Smith, bristling with ex- 
citement at the story ; " if I see a bear I'll pepper him." 

" See those mountains off there?" said Macodemus 
to the boys, pointing off with his whip toward the Saw- 
yer Notch ; " I've killed caribou and deer on every one 
of those hills." 

" You have ! " exclaimed the boys in a breath, gazing 
at him with a sort of veneration. 

" Lord bless yer, yes ! " and finding he had attentive 
listeners old Macodemus let himself out. 

'' Right over there in the Notch, only last December, 
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I had a hand-to-hand fight with a caribou. Fought 
with him for three hours. I tell you I was jest about 
tuckered when I knifed him." 

" You don't mean it, said Foster. 

" True as gospel, every word ! Fired at him, and 
saw him fall. Dropped my gun, and rushed up ter cut 
his throat. The devil was only stunned, and just as I 
got front of him he made a jump at me, and one of his 
antlers struck my knife, and knocked it out of my 
hand." 

'' My goodness ! " exclaimed Robbins. 

" *Twas a hard case, I tell yer ; but I grabbed him 
by the horns, and held on, and the way we tussled 
would have made some people stare. I was tryin' ter 
get the cuss down, and he was tryin' ter trample me. It 
made me jump round on my snow-shoes kinder lively." 

" You were on snow-shoes, then?" queried Foster. 

" Yes, alius wear snow-shoes up ter the lakes in win- 
ter. But, as I was tellin* yer, I had it with that caribou 
for four hours, up hill and down — " 

" Four hours ! I thought you said three," put in 
Smith. 

'* Oh, well, a few minutes either way aint any great 
matter. Well, jest as I was about ter give up, I hap- 
pened ter see my knife near me. I gave a twist ter the 
old caribou's horns that kinder bewildered him a little, 
and then, lettin' go with my right hand, I made a grab 
for my knife, and luckily got hold of it, and the next 
moment that caribou was lyin' on the snow with his 
throat cut." 

" You had a hard fight of it," declared Foster. 

" Yes, I was all tuckered out ; but I managed ter get 
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down to my camp at the arm of the lake, and got Frank 
MerrilL and Si Selew, who were stopping there with 
me, ter go back for the caribou; but when they got 
there, the wolves had eaten it all up. Nothin* left but 
the horns, and they brought them back with them. I 
sent 'em up ter Boston ter Cap'n Farrar, and he sold 
'em for fifteen dollars." 

" Are the wolves thick here now?" asked Robbins. 

" Well, they aint quite so thick as they were," re- 
plied Macodemus, cautiously; *' we've thinned 'em out 
some ; but I've seen 'em so thick on the lake road that 
in winter a man wouldn't dare ter go out ter the Arm 
alone, and after dark he wouldn't dare ter go out with a 
dozen with him." 

*' Thunder ! " ejaculated Smith, who was astonished 
at the story. 

By this time the teams had reached the place where 
Frank wanted to leave, and he jumped off the team and 
struck down to the brook. 

" Hope you'll have good luck, " the boys hallooed 
after him. 

After watering the horses from a spring on the side 
of the road the teams went along. They soon arrived 
at the place where they were to stop, — a clearing on tlie 
left side of the road, — and the horses were driven under 
the shade of some maple-trees, and the boys jumped 
off. 

Just then a flock of partridges flew out of some bushes 
near them, and St. Clair, who had a fine double-barrelled 
gun with him, fired, and brought down four birds. 

*' A good shot," cried Claude. 

"Pretty fair," St. Clair returned, as he loaded up. 
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After the horses were secured, the lunch-baskets were 
brought out, and the party, led by Mr. Thomas, went 
up to the Cataracts. Some time was spent here in view- 
ing the Lower and Upper Falls, where lunch was par- 
taken of, and then Mr. Thomas and Macodemus took the 
baskets, returned to their teams, and drove back to the 
hotel, after promising to come for the party at five 
o'clock. 

The boys, now led by George Thomas, kept on up 
the mountain, following the right bank of the Cataract 
stream, until they arrived at Sylvan Cascade. Here a 
short stop was made, and, after noticing the beauties of 
the place, they pushed on to the Flume. They stopped 
half an hour, going into ecstasies over the wild and ro- 
mantic scenery, and apparently appreciating it as much 
as older people would have done. While here St. Clair 
walked out on an old tree, that formed a natural bridge 
across the Flume, to get a better view down the gorge, 
and came very near going to the bottom. While stand- 
ing in the centre of the rude bridge, one of his feet 
slipped, destroying his balance, and it was with great 
difficulty that he recovered his footing and reached solid 
ground again. 

" Confound it," cried Claude, who had seen his per- 
formance, "what did you want to go out on that old 
log for? That was running into danger needlessly." 

" I had no idea it was so slippery ; I came pretty near 
being rubbed out that time." 

" If you had fallen, it would have killed you," returned 
Claude. 

The rest of the boys and guide, who had been behind, 
now came up. 
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A new start was made, and leaving the brook the 
guide struck for the blazed path, which they fallowed 
the remainder of the way. It led though thick woods, 
and every little while they had to make a detour around 
some tree that had fallen across the path, a victim to age 
or wind. The ascent was toilsome, the day extremely 
warm, and they stopped often to rest. 

" This is a good deal like work," remarked Claude, 
wiping the perspiration from his forehead. 

"Yes," answered St. Clair, "and my gim begins to 
get heavy." 

" I wish I had a drink," said Wingate. 

" There's a splendid spring about a mile ahead," an- 
swered the guide. 

" Then we will have a drink all round when we reach 
it." 

On and upwards the party pursued their way, the 
trees growing smaller as they ascended, and finally 
reached the spring George had spoken of. It was very 
large, circular in shape, and raised up above the rest of 
the ground, looking as if it had been banked up by some 
person. The water was cool and delicious, and the boys 
drank again and again from birch-bark dippers, which 
the guide made for them. Their thirst assuaged, they 
continued on, and soon came to a wild growth of scrub 
trees and bushes, intermixed with dead cedars and pines, 
all bearing the marks of some forest fire. Through these 
they pushed their way, coming out after a while on a 
spur of the mountain, covered with a luxuriant growth 
of the vines of the mountain cranberry. Beyond this 
the top of the mountain, sterile and wild, lifted its bald 
head to the clouds. Crossing an immense crevice, that 
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was many feet in depth, they clambered up the granite 
ledge that formed the upper part of the mountain, and 
finally gained the summit, where, panting and exhausted, 
they threw themselves down to rest. 

A cool breeze that blew across the mountain fanned 
their heated faces, and the air seemed delicious. After 
a few moments' rest, however, they were again on their 
feet, and began looking about them.* Finding a small 
monument of stones, that some party had erected before 
them, a proposition was made by Claude, that they should 
build a higher one ; and the whole party took hold and 
worked with such diligence that in a short time they had 
thrown up a pile six feet high and four feet square at 
the base. Resting from their labors they gazed around 
them, and were soon absorbed with the beautiful view 
that met them in every direction. 

To the north-east a sheet of silver proclaimed the 
presence of Lake Umbagog, and far beyond this rose, 
in their weird grandeur, the Dixville Peaks, the most 
noted range in the White Mountain region. North and 
north-east the Richardson lakes and Mooselucmaguntic 
were plainly to be seen, surrounded on all sides by 
the dark forests that skirted their waters. Eastward 
the village of Andover added its beauty to the land- 
scape, and south-east the Ellis-river valley could be 
traced for several miles. South-west the barren peak 
of Speckled Mountain loomed up before them, twin 
sister to old Bald Pate. 

For an hour or more they loitered about the summit 
of the mountain, entirely engrossed with the lovely pan- 
orama that Nature had unrolled before them, and then 
the guide warned them it was time to return. 
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" I suppose we must start," said Claude, who, busy 
with book and pencil, had made some very creditable 
sketches ; " but I hate to leave." 

" The teams will be at the clearing now before we 
are," answered George. 

Accordingly they started down, walking at a good 
rate of speed until they had reached the spring, where 
they baited a few moments to drink and rest. 

" I guess I will put some buckshot into my gun," re- 
marked St. Clair ; " we may see a bear before we get 
down." 

" Yes \ probably we'll see a dozen," returned the 
guide, with a laugh. 

"Macodemus told us we might see some," added 
Foster. 

"Well, if Mac said so," the guide answered, "that 
settles it." 

St. Clair added the buckshot to both barrels of his 
gun, and they continued their descent, the guide taking 
the lead. 

After walking a mile or so in this manner St. Clair 
dashed ahead, thinking his chances for a shot would be 
better if he was alone. He had gone some five or six 
rods in advance, and was in the middle of a thick 
growth of bushes, when the rest of the party were 
startled by seeing him bring his gun swiftly to his 
shoulder, and blaze away with both barrels. The next 
moment he rushed towards them, and, stopping at a 
spruce-tree, he dropped his gim, and wormed up the 
trunk with a rapidity that did credit to his gymnasium 
training. 

" A bear ! a bear ! " he shouted, as he gained the 
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lower limb of the tree, a dozen feet or more from the 
ground, and swung himself up on it. And the next 
moment, to the surprise of the guide and the alarm of 
the boys, two large black bears came out of the bushes, 
and shambled towards them in a way that looked like 
business. 

" Here, let's have your gun," said the guide to Win- 
gate, who gave it up without a word, and the next min- 
ute he was shinning up a white birch. 

George took deliberate aim at the foremost bear and 
fired, just as Claude, who noticed him from his perch, 
sang out : — 

" Don't fire, there's only small shot in it." 

But the warning came too late, and the bear, stung to 
frenzy by the partridge shot, which had only maddened 
it, rushed with open jaws on the guide, who, beginning 
to think with the boys that discretion was the better 
part of valor, dropped the gun, and took to a tree also, 
not having the slightest idea of risking his skin in a 
hand-to-hand encounter with two angry bears. 

If Macodemus had only been there, he would have 
had a chance to distinguish himself forever. 

So sharp had been the rush of the bears after George, 
that he had one of his boot-heels torn off, as he gained 
the lower limb of the tree he had taken to, and this fact 
caused him to go further up the tree with lightning-like 
rapidity. 

In the mean time the other boys had all treed, and a 
looker-on from a safe distance would have enjoyed the 
spectacle amazingly. 

And now Foster and Smith began popping at the 
bears with their revolvers, not one shot in six hitting them. 
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The maddened animals, not choosing to sit quietly 
and be made marks of, divided their forces, and made 
a rush for the trees where Foster and Smith sat firing at 
them. 

Luckily for the boys they had both happened to select 
tall, slender trees, one a maple and the other a birch, 
and the trunks were so small the bears could not climb 
them. But they stood on their hind legs, scratching, 
growling, and shaking the trees so hard that the boys 
had all they could do to keep their footing on the limbs 
on which they were standing. 

"How do you like it, Foster?" yelled Claude, who, 
comfortably seated on the limb of a large pine, was 
coolly doing his best to make a sketch. 

" Come over here and see," returned Foster, who was 
so frightened his hair stood on end. 

" No, I thank you," answered Claude, adding, with a 
grin, "I never was partial to birch, ^^ 

" I suppose so ; but you'll fine away where you're 
sitting now." 

By this time Maynard, who had not fired, and had 
hung on to his gun, had succeeded in getting a dozen 
buckshot into his fowling-piece, and,*taking careful aim, 
fired at the bear nearest him, which he mortally 
wounded. It ran a few rods, and then fell dead. The 
other bear, seeing its companion fall, took fright and ran 
away, and the boys were left masters of the situation. 
After waiting a few moments, one by one they descended 
from the trees, the guide coming down first. He walked 
up to the bear and examined it. 

" You made a pretty good shot ; hit him right behind 
the fore-shoulder." 
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"Yes; I thought that dose would sicken him," re- 
plied Maynard, who was highly elated at having shot 
so large an animal. 

'* You must have had an awful charge in your gun ; 
there's a hole here as big as a cup." 

" I didn't stop to count the buckshot. I poured out a 
handful, and dropped them into the barrel, with a little 
wad on them. When I fired, the gun came near kick- 
ing me out of the tree." 

" You didn't hit him at all," said Claude to Le Roy, 
who had picked up his gun, and was now reloading it. 

" Didn't fire at him. It was a smaller bear that I 
fired at. There were four when I first saw them." 

" The devil ! " exclaimed the guide ; " then they had 
cubs with them, and you must have killed them, and 
that was what made the old bears show fight." 

He rushed ahead to the bushes where St. Clair had 
fired, followed by the whole party. There they found 
one cub, and, a few rods away, another, that had appar- 
ently been wounded at first, and suceeded in crawling a 
little distance before it died. 

" By George ! " exclaimed Adams. " You are a 
brick, St. Clair." 

" How shall we get these bears to the hotel.'* " asked 
Claude of the guide. 

" It will be easy enough, if we can get them down to 
where the teams are." 

" Well, they shall go some way, if we have to take 
them by the legs and drag them." 

" I guess we can do better than that," the guide replied, 
and, drawing out a strong fish-line, which he happened 
to have in his pocket, he tied the fore paws and hind 
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paws of each of the cubs together, and then cutting two 
long poles, these were run between their paws, length- 
waj's of their bodies. 

^' Now," said the guide, " two of you can shoulder 
one cub and two another, and the three strongest of you 
can each take hold of a paw of the old bear with me, 
and we will^make a start. We shan't reach the teams 
now before six o'clock." 

Accordingly the guide, Claude, St Clair, and May- 
nard, led the way, carrying the old bear, followed by 
Adams, Wingate, Foster, and Le Roy, with the two 
cubs, and Robbins and Smith brought up the rear. 

It was quite a hard pull down to the foot of the moun- 
tain, but half a mile from the clearing they were met by 
Mr. Thomas and Macodemus, who, growing uneasy at 
their delay, had come in search of them. 

Their eyes opened wide when they saw the kind of 
game the boys had. 

" Told yer so," exclaimed Macodemus, triumphantly ; 
" bears thicker'n blackberries around here." 

Aided by this welcome addition to their force, the 
teams were soon reached, and with the carcasses of the 
bears they started homewards. It was so late ihey 
drove fast, and picked up Frank, who had walked a 
piece, within a mile and a half of the hotel. 

"Any luck fishing?" queried Claude, as they over- 
took him. 

" Fve got three hundred and ninety-nine trout," if you 
call that luck. 

*' Couldn't you call it four hundred?" said Maynard. 

*' Do you suppose I'd lie for a single trout? " returned 
Frank, with mock indignation. 
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" Of course not." 

" Why, you've got a bear on here," cried Frank, as he 
jumped on Mac's team. 

" Yes," answered Foster; "and there are two cubs 
on the other team." 

" You don't fay so." 

" I told them they'd get a bear," here put in Macode- 
mus. "One got away from them. K I'd been there 
we'd had that too." 

Foster now entertained Frai^k with the bear story, 
and at the close he complimented the boys on their 
prowess. 

On their arrival at the hotel the. boys proceeded to 
their rooms, and made their toilet, and then descended 
to the office. The bears and the trout had been taken 
care of, and, as soon as a sufficient number of the trout 
had been cooked, the boys were summoned to supper. 

After tea they walked out a short distance, and met 
the team with their boats. They returned to the hotel, 
and had the boats taken care of; made their arrange- 
ments for an early start for the lakes in the morning, 
and then went to bed. 

The day had been a most enjoyable one to the entire 
party, and most of the boys before retiring had written 
to Iheir friends, describing the day's adventures, in 
terms that were highly graphic, if not grammatical. 
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CHAPTER V. 

HURRAH FOR THE LAKES. 

The boys were up bright and early Thursday morn- 
ing, breakfasted, and changed their good clothes for old 
suits they had brought with them to bang about in 
around the lakes. 

Mr, Thomas had engaged another team beside Mac's, 
as three would be necessary to carry the boys and their 
baggage. 

At eight o'clock they started, the party riding with 
Mr. Thomas and Macodemus, as on the day before, 
and the boats and baggage going on the extra team, 
driven by Merrill Hewey. 

The weather had continued pleasant, and the boys 
were in high spirits as they took their seats on the buck- 
boards. 

*' Hurrah for the lakes, fellows !" shouted Claude, as 
the teams rattled off, the dust flying behind them. 

Down the road to the Ellis river, across the covered 
bridge, up the hill to the right, and then a sharp tfhrn to 
the left brought them to the end of their walk of the 
morning before. 

"So this is the road to the lakes?" queried St. 
Clair ; " we walked up here yesterday morning." 

"Yes," replied Mr. Thomas; "the road we're on 
runs to Byron ; but we follow it quite a distance, and 
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then turn off to the left. That is where the lake road 
proper commences ; this is the county road we're on now." 

'* Have all these mountains names? " asked Maynard, 
who was gazing about at the different hills. 

" Not all of them," answered Mr. Thomas ; " those 
have names, hc^^ever," and he pointed out White Cap, 
Lead Mountain, Bald Pate, Dunn's Hill, Sawyer Moun- 
tain, an J a few others. 

" How far do you call it from the hotel to the lake 
road ? " asked Claude. 

"Three miles," answered Mr. Thomas, " and nine 
from the county road to the arm of the lake." 

'' Think we shall see any bears to-day, Mr. Thomas?" 
asked Le Roy. 

"No, I guess not. I should think you boys had 
done bear-shooting enough for one week." 

" So we have ; but I did not know but what you run 
across them on the lake road sometimes." 

"We do," returned Mr. Thomas; "but they gener- 
ally get out of the way as lively as possible. A bear 
will hardly ever stand fire, and, if St. Clair had not shot 
those two cubs yesterday, those old bears would have 
run away as soon as they saw him. Losing their cubs 
made them mad, and they pitched into you, — an un- 
usual thing for a bear to do." 

"I hope we shall see something to shoot," said 
Adams, who had his gun with him ready for use. 

" There is the last house you will see, boys, until you 
%^\. back again," remarked Mr. Thomas, pointing off to 
the left 

"Then we are really in the backwoods," answered 
Claude. 
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The teams were driven at a pretty good pace, until 
they reached Black brook, where they slackened up to 
cross the bridge, and in a few moments more they 
turned to the left, and entered a road that run through a 
dense forest. 

The baggage team had fallen so far behind it was out 
of sight. 

" We shall get out to the lake long before the bag- 
gage team," said Claude, who noticed it had disappeared. 

" It will catch u& at Smith's mill," replied Mr. 
Thomas. 

" Is there a mill way in here ? " 

" Not now. There used to be one, years ago. It has 
all gone to pieces ; but the place where it stood is still 
known as Smith's Mill." 

"How far is it there?" 

" Two miles from the county road. You will want 
to stop there a while. It is a very pretty place. Then 
you will want to look at the Falls, the Cascade, and the 
Devil's Den." 

" The Devil's Den," repeated St. Clair. " Then his 
Satanic majesty used to live down this way." 

" Yes, and I am afraid there is a little of him left 
yet," replied Thomas, laughing. 

" How are you fellows getting along back there?** 
sang out Maynard to the boys with Macodemus. 

" First-rate," Foster replied. 

And indeed they were, for old Macodemus was a 
very agreeable companion to ride with, and had any 
amount of stories at his tongue's end. 

" Do you think we shall see any wolves on tliis road, 
to-day, Mac ? " asked Smith. 
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" Wouldn't wonder a bit if we run across two or 
three in the Notch. Better keep your gun loaded with 
buckshot" 

"Did you ever see any deer on the^ lake road?'* 
queried Robbins. 

"Deer!" exclaimed Macodemus. "Why, I've shot 
over fifty myself between the birch guide-board and my 
camp." 

" Then you have a camp out here?" 

' ' Yes, where we stop in winter when we're hunting. 
Everybody makes themselves at home in it; but I'm 
going ter lock it up before long, and keep these bum- 
mers that come from these towns around here out of 
it. Hang them, they steal everything I leave in it." 

" Why don't you prosecute them ? " 

" Prosecute them ! " answered Macodemus, with an 
indignant sniff; " never can catch the cusses." 

"Are there any foxes about here?" asked Fos- 
ter. 

" Oceans of them. See that yellow birch right over 
there," pointing to a tree a rod or two from the road. 
" Killed one there this spring." 

" Do you use a rifle?" asked Smith. 

" Guess not ; I've got a little gun that is the greatest 
critter to shoot with yer ever saw. 'Tain't much of a 
gun ter look at. If you saw it you'd say it wa'n't worth 
over two dollars : but if s the awfullest thing ter throw 
shot with yer ever saw. The barrel was made in Eng- 
land. I've shot a caribou dead as a hammer with it at 
forty rods, many a time, and the caribou goin^ on the 
clean jump at that." 

" Caribou are larger than deer, I believe." 
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'* Yes ; a good deal heavier. They'll weigh all the 
way from five to 'leven hundred." 

The teams had now reached Smith's Mill, and they 
turned off to the left of the road, where was a small 
clearing, and stopped. 

"Where are the guides? " asked Claude, as the boys 
jumped off the buckboards. 

" They are walking along with Merrill, so as ter help 
him if he has any trouble with the baggage," answered 
Macodemus. 

''I don't think this road is very rough," said Maynard 
to Mr. Thomas. 

" It's pretty good to here ; but I guess you will find a 
few rough places before we get to the Arm." 

" Where is this Devil's Den ?" asked St. Clair, " let 
us take a look at it." 

Leaving their guns on the team, the boys, led by Mr. 
Thomas and Macodemus, followed a footpath that run 
off to the left, crossed a little brook, and, ascending a 
slight hill, reached the first curiosity, known as the 
Devil's Den. It is really a romantic place, and was 
made by one of those queer freaks that Nature is ever 
playing in such wild regions as this. 

It is an immense chasm in the granite rock, formed by 
the action of the water during the fearful freshets that 
occur in spring, when every mountain rivulet becomes 
a torrent, assisted occasionally perhaps by some of 
the heavy thunder-storms, whose powerful electricity 
crumble the edges and tear off pieces of the rock, which 
are swept away by the rapid current of the freshet. 
The Frost King no doubt has also lent his aid to the 
work. The cavern is from sixty to.eightv feet deep, 
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and about thirty feet across the top. Formerly a mill 
owned by a man named Smith stood over it. At that 
time the waters of Black Brook emptied into the Den 
over the wall of solid rock which formed the back, and 
made their escape through an opening in the rock at the 
lower end. The shape of the den inside was like a 
letter U turned sideways, with the bottom of tlie letter 
towards the brook. The wheel was hung in the Den, 
under the mill, and so near the precipice down which 
the water rushed as to be driven by the force of its fall. 
But the mill has long since fallen to decay, and the 
waters of Black Brook have been turned from the Den, 
and have worn a new channel through the rocks a few 
yards beyond. Traces of the dam may still be seen. 
The bottom of the Den is now partially covered with 
rubbish and broken timbers that have fallen in as the 
building has succumbed to the ravages of time and 
the elements. Fragments of ledge, split off by water 
and frost, also add to the ruin below. Across the top 
of the Den, where the mill stood, there yet remains one 
large timber that completely spans the yawning gulf 
beneath. Upon this one can walk out and get a better 
view of the gorge through which the water found its escape. 

Thomas, with Macodemus and part of the boys, 
crossed the wide bridge, while those who were not so 
cool-headed went around at the upper end of the 
chasm. 

"What a lovely place. this is!" said Claude. "I 
must make some sketches here before we go back to the 
teams." 

" It would not be a very lovely place to fall into/* 
replied St. Clair, alluding to the Den. 
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"No; I should say not. The 'Devil's Den' is a 
good name for it." 

Following Mr. Thomas and Macodemus they came 
to Hermit Falls and Silver Ripple Cascade, withifi a 
few rods of each other. 

The boys were delighted with the scenery here, and 
Claude made two capital sketches. 

"Are there any trout in Black Brook?" asked St. 
Clair of Macodemus, as they stood together on a large 
ledge at the foot of the cascade. 

" Oh, yes ; it's one er the best trouting streams there 
is in this country. I've known a good many fellows ter 
come up here alone and catch five hundred in a day. 
I've taken trout right out of this pool, here, that would 
weigh three pounds apiece." 

" You have ! " exclaimed St. Clair. 

"Yes, lots of 'em. You see the water runs way in 
under this ledge we are standing on, and you want 
ter get down a little further, and throw in under this 
rock." 

" What did you use, worms or a fly.'*- " 
. " Worms. I don't believe in your fly-fishing." 

" I wish I'd brought my rod over with me." 

" Well, you wouldn't have time ter fish much. 
You'll get all the fishing you want up ter the lakes." 

After spending an hour in this vicinity, they went 
back to the teams, Claude having made a sketch of the 
Den in the mean time. 

" The other team has gone along," said Thomas, 
pointing to the ruts of the wheels. 

" Yes, and George and Frank are with it. I guess 
one of yop boys better ride with me, — hadn't you ? — then 
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we'll be loaded better. The road is rougher between 
here and the Arm.'* 

" I will," agreed Qaude ; and he changed teams. 

"Away we go again," said St. Clair, as Thomas 
touched up his horses. 

" You noticed that timber across the Den," remarked 
Macodemus to Claude, as they drove off after Thomas. 

'' Yes." 

"Well, I shot a wild-cat there last summer. I was 
up here with a party from the hotel, and brought my 
gun along just for flm. Didn't expect ter see nothing 
worth shooting. But just as we got in sight of the 
timber I see this wild-cat ; I thought it was a bob cat at 
first, and I let him have it. Got the whole charge in 
his head, and went ter the bottom like a junk of lead. 
Two gentlemen and ladies from New York were with 
me, and the men climbed down into the Den with me, 
and we got the critter out. Found it was a wild-cat 
then. I tell you the ladies were frightened when they 
knew what it was." 

" I should thitik they would have been." 

" We took it out ter the village and skinned it, and it 
weighed a hundred pounds." 

" A big one. Luckily you killed it the first shot." 

"Yes, it might have made warm work for us if I 
hadn't." 

"Is there any story connected with that place?" 
asked Claude of Macodemus, alluding to Smith's 
Mill. 

"Yes, there's quite a yarn about it; but I don't take 
much stock in it." 

"What is it?*' 
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" I don't exactly remember it ; Thomas can tell yer 
about it." 

The boys now began to notice the roughness of the 
road, for, as they progressed, they rattled over roots, 
rocks, and stumps, and the mud increased in depth, and 
occasionally they were well spattered with it. 

"How far is it from the Devil's Den to the lake?" 
asked Maynard of Thomas. 

" Seven miles." * 

" And what time shall we get there?" 

"About one o'clock, if we don't make any more 
stops." 

"My breakfast is beginning to be pretty well settled," 
said St^ Clair, as they bumped over a huge rock that 
nearly threw him off his seat. 

"It will be wholly settled then, I guess," laughed 
Thomas, " by the time we get to the Sluice Dam, for 
Cedar Hill is pretty rocky." 

" What is the Sluice Dam?" asked Adams. 

" It is a small dam built across Black Brook, down 
here in the Notch. They used it a few years ago 
when they lumbered up here." 

"Are we anywhere near it?" queried St. Clair. 

" Yes, it is not far from here ; we are just coming on 
to Cedar Hill now." 

The road over Cedar Hill was completely covered 
with rocks of all sizes (they have been removed 
since), and over these the buckboards bumped, 
thumped, and jolted, the boys laughing and joking 
at the shaking they received. 

" Isn't this fun, fellows?" cried Claude, as the buck- 
board he was . on went down nearly to the ground. 
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coming up with a spring that lifted him from his 
seat. 

" I like it," answered St. Clair from the other team ; 
"but I should hate awfully to ride over this road in a* 
top-buggy." 

"It wa'n't made for top-buggies," said Thomas, with 
a grin. 

They had now reached the top of the hill, and had a 
fine view of Black Brook Notch, and the Sawyer and 
Blue Mountains, which meet a little beyond the dam, 
leaving barely room to allow a team to pass between 
them. 

The Notch is a wild-looking place. The mountains, 
seamed and scarred, tower up here for nearly a thousand 
feet, their sides covered with the debris of land-slides 
that have been started by rain and frost. A wild growth 
of tangled cedar and gnarled birch is scattered through 
it, and this is made to look still wilder by the marks of 
a forest fire, which ran through here a few years ago. 

" We're lucky not to get caught in a shower here," 
said Thomas, as they crossed the dam. 

" Why so?" asked Le Roy, 

" Because, when it rains here, it pours. I've seen the 
water come down here in a steady sheet, and it will wet 
a man to the skin in five minutes. And the thunder 
and lightning are awful. I've had my horses frightened 
here so badly in a thunder-storm that I could scarcely 
drive them." 

" I'm very glad it don't rain, then." 

A short distance beyond, and they reached a cold 
spring, that bubbled up from beneath a large rock. It 
is situated on the right side of the road, as you go 
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towards the lake, and the water is as clear as crystal. 
It comes up through the whitest of sand, and the 
warmest day in July or August the water is as cold as ice. 

Here the teams stopped a few moments to allow the 
boys to quench their thirst, and then continued on, soon 
reaching a piece of natural paving known as the " Devil's 
Onion Bed." Like a ship on the rolling billows, the 
buckboards bumped along this causeway, the boys shout- 
ing with laughter at the effects of it. 

" There's a pretty heavy sea on ! " exclaimed Claude, 
with a laugh. 

' ' And we are going by the board," replied Foster. 

*' Buckboard, you mean," put in Smith. 

*' Of course." 

But the Devil's Onion Bed was a short one. Probably 
his seed gave out, or he became tired of his job, and 
they soon reached smoother ground. A mile or so of 
decent road, enlivened by an occasional mud-hole, and 
then they had a piece of corduroy that made their teeth 
chatter. 

" I de-de-de-declare," said Le Roy, who of course 
stuttered more than was necessary, " this b-b-b-beats all 
I ev-ev-ever s-sa-saw. I wou-wou-wou-wouldn't l-l-l- 
lose it for t-t-ten d-dol-dollars." 

After leaving the corduroy there was another good 
piece of road, and very pleasant. The trees grew so 
near together as to interlace at the top, completely 
shutting out the sun, and under this umbrageous shade 
the boys broke out into a song, making the old woods 
echo with their melody. 

" That baggage team keeps ahead well," said Claude 
to Macodemus. 
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" Yes, they got a good start of us wjien we were at 
Smith's Mill, but we'll catch 'em before they get ter the 
Arm. They can't be a great way ahead now." 

" What a beautiful arch that is I " cried Le Roy, call- 
ing the attention of the club to a natural arch, formed 
by two yellow birches, growing on each side of the 
road. 

" How nice those tops come together ! " added 
Maynard. 

" Wait a moment, Mac," urged Claude, as their team 
moved under the arch ; " stop the horses just where they 
are for a few moments." 

And, jumping off the team, Claude brought out his 
sketch-book, and soon made an addition to its pages, 
which he declared afterwards was one of the prettiest 
sketches he obtained on the entire trip. 

" There's the baggage team," cried Adams, as Mr. 
Thomas, turning a curve in the road, brought Hewey 
and the two guides in view. 

" There's good partridge-shooting just beyond them," 
said Mr. Thomas. 

" Is there ? How far is it from here to the Arm ? " 

" About two miles." 

" Who'll walk from here to the Arm with me," in- 
quired Adams, " and get a shot at some partridges?" 

'^ I will," replied Wingate ; " and I ;" " and I." 

Accordingly Adams, Wingate, Foster, and Robbins, 
took their guns and ammunition, and, starting on the 
run, soon cleared the teams. After getting out of sight 
and hearing of the buckboards they walked slowly, 
keeping a sharp lookout for game. Their efforts were 
soon rewarded. A brace of birds flew up from the 
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road, and were soon brought to grief by Adams and 
Foster. 

" So much towards dinner," chuckled Foster. 

A few rods further on they shot four more birds, 
whigh elicited another remark from Foster. 

" We'll have a partridge fricassee," he whispered 
hoarsely, afraid of frightening the game. 

When within about half a mile of the Arm, they 
came to a little, marshy hole, filled with lily-pads and 
coarse grass. Wingate, who was a few steps in ad- 
vance, peering sharply ahead, stopped as suddenly as if 
hfe had been shot, and made a warning motion to his 
companions, stepping cautiously back to them at the 
same time. 

" A deer ! Two deer ! " he exclaimed, in a whisper, 
his eyes glowing like coals. 

" Where?" whispered his companions. 

" There ! " and following the direction of his pointed 
finger they beheld a doe and a fawn, leisurely feeding 
on the lily-pads. 

If a bombshell had dropped in their midst they 
would not have been more excited. 

Luckily the wind was blowing from the game 
towards them, and the deer had not scented them. 

" What shall we do?" whispered Adams. 

" Who has any buckshot?" inquired Maynard. 

" I have," said Foster. 

" Out with it, then." 

Foster produced the buckshot, and the boys, kneeling 
d6wn on the ground, to keep out of sight of the deer, 
carefully added three or four buckshot to the charge 
already in their guns. With care and perseverance, 
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frightened every moment for fear the teams would ap- 
pear and scare the game, the boys worked up to within 
about twenty rods of the animals. 

" We must fire now," whispered Maynard, great 
drops of sweat standing on his forehead from excite- 
ment ; " Adams, you and Robbins take the little one, 
and Foster and I will try the old one. Ready, now ? " 

" Ready,'* came the reply in the faintest whisper. 

"Fire!" 

The reports sounded as one, and as the boys jumped 
to their feet they saw the fawn lying still, while the 
old one was leaping towards the woods. Just as it 
gained the edge of the timber it dropped. 

" Hurrah ! " shouted Wingate, perfectly wild, as he 
threw his cap up into the air ; " two deer, by all that* s 
righteous! What will the rest of the fellows say to 
that?** 

But his friends did not stop to answer his question. 
With their guns in their hands, not even stopping to" 
load, they rushed to where the deer lay. 

Wingate, who was a little more methodical, recovered 
his cap, loaded his gun, and then went to inspect the 
game. 

" Pretty things," he said, as he looked them over. 

"Yes, and how soft their skin is," added Adams, 
" put your hands on it." 

" They are the first wild deer I ever saw," remarked 
Foster. 

" The same here," replied Robbins. 

*' Well, boys, we will take them up to the side of 
the road, and wait for the teams," proposed Win- 
gate. 
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"All right," replied the others, as they assisted 
him. 

"Shall you walk the rest of the way, Maynard?" 
asked Foster. 

" No, sir ; IVe had shooting enough for one day. 
We have done what every fellow don't do, that comes 
here. Til bet." 

And he spoke the truth. Such a feat for boys was 
almost without a parallel. It is not often that a man 
can go to the Richardson Lakes, and get a deer the first 
day. But two — well, it was no wonder the boys felt 
elated, and that Maynard was content to rest upon his 
laurels. 

The teams approached, and Hewey was the first to 
discover the game. 

" Well, I snum ! " he exclaimed, in a comical tone of 
astonishment, " if those young critters haven't brought 
down some deer. Where on airth did you shoot em ?" 

"Just beyond, in that little swamp," replied Adams, 
indicating the place with a nod of his head. 

The teams were stopped, and all hands jumped out 
and looked at the deer. 

" Guess you and Frank better go back," said Mr. 
Thomas to George ; " these boys don't need you." 

" Oh, yes, we do," replied Maynard ; " it was only a 
lucky stroke, anyway, our getting these deer." 

" Knew you'd see three or four," put in Macodemus ; 
" but didn't expect you'd shoot 'em. I wish I had as 
many dollars as I've killed deer about here." 

The game was put on the buckboards, the four deer- 
slayers taking seats also, and the teams drove along, 
reaching the camp, at the Arm, at half-past one. 



88 Eastwardy Ho ! or^ 

From the camp the boys could see the lake, and with- 
out stopping to see the teams unloaded they rushed 
down to the shore to get a more extended view. 

" What a pretty sand-beach ! " exclaimed Claude. 

"Yes, and how pretty the water looks in the dis- 
tance," replied St. Clair. "I suppose they call this the 
Arm because it is so narrow. The main body of the 
lake, I guess, lies beyond that point up there." 

"I tell you, fellows, we can have a bang-up time 
here," cried Le Roy. 

"Let's go up to the teams," now remarked Foster, 
"and help them unload." 

Reaching the camp, the boys found the teams un- 
loaded, and the horses were eating their dinner in a 
shed near by. The boats were lying on the grass, 
bottom up, a short distance away, and the . tent and 
stores were piled near them. One of the guides had 
started a fire in the stove in the old camp, and the 
smoke was curling gracefully* upwards fronr the bat- 
tered chimney; the other was busy in skinning the 
deer. 

"I suppose you will give us some deer-steak for 
dinner?" queried Claude, as he stepped up to where 
Frank was busily engaged in removing the skin from 
the fawn. 

" Yes, if you want it. But what are your plans? Do 
you" intend going up the lake this afternoon, or not?" 

"No, we have decided to remain here to-night." 

" Do you want the tents set up, or will you sleep in 
the camp?" 

"Are there any accommodations there for sleeping?" 

".Yes, there are plenty of bunks. Fve slept there 
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when there has been twenty in it. Take a look 
inside." 

The boys went into the camp. 

It was a frame building, one story high, with a pitch 
roof, and was about 12 X 18 feet on the ground. It 
stood end to the road, and in front was the door and a 
small window. There was another window in the left 
side, as you entered, and under this a rude table about 
seven feet long. The rear end and part of both sides 
were taken up by the bunks, and on the opposite side 
from the table was a rude seat, or. settle, extending from 
the bunks to tlie door. An old cooking-stove, whose 
days of usefulness were well-nigh past, occupied a place 
in the centre of the floor, a sheet-iron funnel running up 
to the chimney, which was built upon a thick plank laid 
across the beams overhead. Bricks were scarce in that 
country, and the chininey was started high up, as a 
matter of economy. In the front corner, between the 
windows, some empty boxes had been nailed to the 
walls of the camp, serving the many different persons 
who had put up there as shelves. A few old quilts, 
tattered, dirty, and mildly suggestive of fleas, lay in the 
bunks on some dry boughs. A battered coffee-pot, a 
teapot without a handle, a teakettle without a cover, a 
cracked frying-pan, a dirty kerosene-lamp, containing 
a wick and no oil, an axe, hammer, and saw, completed 
the Camp and its outfit. 

When the boys entered, the teamsters were eating 
their lunch, and George was stuffing fuel into the old 
stove, as a preparatory step towards cooking. 

''Why didn't you stop and take dinner with us?" 
inquired Claude of Mr. Thomas. 
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*' It is too late. We shall have to leave as soon as the 
horses are done feeding." 

" I think I had rather sleep in the tent for one," said 
St. Clair, looking about him. 

" So had I," replied Claude. 

The rest of the party were a unit on this question, and 
it was decided to have the large tent pitched on a grass- 
plat near the camp. But as there was no immediate 
use for it Claude told the guides they could let it go 
until afler dinner. 

When the horses had finished th^ir feed the team- 
sters harnessed up, and, bidding the boys good-by and 
wishing them good luck, they drove away amid the 
cheers of the pai*ty,Mr. Thomas having promised to for- 
ward whatever mail came for them to Andover, at the 
earliest opportunity. 

While the guides were occupied in getting dinner, 
the boys carried their traps into the camp, and also some 
of the stores that they did not wish to leave out-doors 
over night. Then they carried the boats down to the 
lake shore, and turned them bottom up on the beach. 

" I tell you what it is, fellows," declared Adams, "we 
must take a spin up the lake after dinner, and see how 
things look." 

" I was just about to make the same suggestion," said 
Claude. 

" What a lovely day it is, and how pretty the water 
looks I " remarked St. Clair, watching the little wavelets, 
that, driven by a gentle wind, rolled leisurely over upon 
the beach, keeping time to their own music. 

" I hope we shall have good weather whUe we are up 
here," added Robbins. 
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''No doubt we shall,'* returned Claude. "August 
and September are usually pleasant months in New 
England, but of course we cannot expect to have every 
day pleasant." 

" Nor do we want it," cried Maynard. " A little rain 
now and then will do us good, and to be caught out in a 
heavy thunder-storm some day will only add to the 
romance of the thing. We must make up our minds to 
take the weather as it comes, and enjoy ourselves just 
the same." 

" That is the talk, my boy," said Le Roy ; " you have 
the right idea of the thing ; but let's go up to camp." 

They went back and found dinner progressing finely. 

" If some of you will set the table," ventured Frank, 
as they came up, " we will soon be ready for you." 

Foster and Smith volunteered to do this, and went to 
work, while the other boys gathered out-doors to chat 
of matters and things in general, with the exception of 
Claude, who amused himself by making a sketch of the 
camp and surroundings. 

In a short time dinner was announced, and the boys 
sat down to as nice a meal as they had ever partaken of. 
Fricasseed partridges, broiled venison, potatoes, hard 
bread, hot coffee, and guava jelly, followed by rice 
pudding and apple-pie, made up a dinner that was hard 
to beat in the woods, and the party were lavish in their 
praises of the guide's cooking. 

' They were uncomfortably crowded at table, but no 
one made any fuss about it, and Claude suggested that 
supper should be eaten in the tent, and they would use 
their ow'n table. This article of furniture was due to 
the forethought of Mr. St. Clair, who, rightly judging 
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that the boys would find more difficulty in procuring a 
suitable table than anything else, engaged a carpenter to 
make one large enough for ten to eat at comfortably, and 
so constructed as to fold up in a small compass for 
packing, the legs being taken out when not in use. 

" Hurrah for a row, now, fellows?" shouted Claude, 
as they rose from the table ; "we will go up one side of 
the lake and down the* other, and then we shall get a 
better idea of it" 

" Shall we have the guides go with us ?" asked St. 
Clair. 

" No, I don't believe we had better. It is quite late 
now, and they haye their dinner to eat, the dishes to 
wash, the tent to pitch, the table to put together, fire- 
wood to cut, and I don't know how many more things 
to do. We needn't go a great way, and I don't think 
there is any danger." 

*' There may be reefs or rocks that will trouble us," 
suggested Foster. 

'" We will ask them." 

The guides were interviewed, and the boys learned 
they had nothing to apprehend if they kept out a few 
rods from the shore. If they pulled too near the shore 
they might touch a stray rock now and then, but this 
would not harm their boats unless they were going very 
fast and happened to strike a sharp rock. 

" What time are you coming back — I want to know 
when to have supper ready?" inquired* Frank, as the 
boys moved off. 

" Have tea at seven o'clock. We will be here by that 
time," was the answer. 

The boys now hurried to the lake shore, and the 
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Fairy, Go Ahead, and Water Witch were in a few 
moments afloat, each boat being manned by its proper 
crew. 

It was half-past three by the time they were fairly 
under way, and they could not have had a more pleasant 
day than this on which to take their first sail on the 
lakes. 

They pulled slowly along up the left shore of the Arm, 
and soon reached a little opening that led in from the 
Arm of the lake, forming a narrow cove that ran back 
for about a quarter of a mile. They pulled into the 
mouth of this, just to see where it led to, and then came 
out again. 

" That long wooded ridge that we have just passed 
must be an island in the spring, when the water is 
high,"* remarked Claude, as they headed up the lake 
again. 

"Yes," replied St. Clair, " and the little cove quite a 
bay." 

They kept some three or four rods from land, follow- 
ing the indentations of the shore, which sometimes 
curved outward and then would recede, forming pictu- 
resque little nooks all the way along. The banks were 
bluff, the land growing higher as it receded, until it 
formed hills and mountains, some of which were of no 
mean pretensions. The shores were covered with a 
tliick forest extending down to the water, and was about 
evenly divided' between hard and soft growth. Maple, 
beech, white and yellow birch, poplar, cherry, ash, pine, 
spruce, fir, hemlock, and cedar, seemed to thrive equally 
well, and the trees grew so close in some places that it 
did not seem as if even a rabbit could get through them. 
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Rounding a steep bluff, they came suddenly on 
another narrow inlet, that led into a small cove, similar 
to the first one they found. They pulled through the 
inlet, and found the cove was only about half as long and 
not quite so wide as the other. 

" What nice little harbors these coves would make for 
boats ! " said Le Roy. 

" Splendid," replied Robbins ; " but the water in here 
is not very deep, for I can see bottom." 

Pulling out they kept on their way, still following the 
shore, which now tended sharply to the left, and entered 
a magnificent bay, which was at least two miles across. 
Off on the right-hand shore, they noticed quite an 
island, which they determined to land on when they 
came back. For the present they continued on, reach- 
ing a small rocky islet after half an hour's pulling, where 
they went ashore to rest a little. 

"The woods -have changed up here," remarked 
Claude ; " there appears to be nothing but white birch." 

" I can see a little poplar," asserted Maynard. 

After stopping a few moments they stepped into 
their boats again, and, backing off, pulled round the out- 
side end of the islet, intending to go further into the bay ; 
but they found they were in a perfect nest of rocks, 
some of them being boulders of immense size. 

" Let's get out of this, fellows," cried Claude, who 
was in the leading boat ; " there are rocks all about us." 

" Which way would you go now?" inquired Foster. 

" Suppose we strike over to that point above the 
island," and Claude nodded toward the other shore. 

The boats were accordingly headed for the other side 
of the lake. 
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When they were half way across, the boys ceased row- 
ing, and gazed about them. 

It was a beautiful view that met their eyes. They 
were now in a position where they could see nearly the 
whole of the lower lake, and get some idea of its size. 
South of them rose a high mountain, running up from 
the bay they had just left. On the left it made a sharp 
descent, meeting the water near the second cove they 
had entered, and on the right descending very gradually, 
with a curve toward the north-west, forming a perfectly 
regular slope for nearly two miles. 

" That is the prettiest-shaped mountain I ever saw,'* 
exclaimed Le Roy. 

" How evenly the foliage runs off; it looks as if one 
could walk down on the tops of the trees," chimed in 
Maynard. 

" It ought to be called Beautiful Mountain," suggested 
Claude. "• I don't believe they have anything in the 
White Mountain region that will go ahead of it." 

" Or come up to it, either," added Le Roy. 

"This lake is entirely surrounded by mountains," 
said Foster. 

" Yes," remarked Adams ; " and see what a high one 
there is off towards the north-east," and he pointed up 
toward the Narrows where old Aziscohos could just be 
seen, towering above the intervening hills. 

" And look at that ridge over where we are heading ; 
it runs up and down the lake as far as you can see," 
sang out St. Clair. 

" There's another high mountain way down below 
the Arm," cried Maynard ; " that must be the Sawyer 
Mountain that we saw coming through the Notch." 
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And. he was right. 

*' We must be moving," at last ordered Claude. " Give 
way, fellows." 

Keeping straight ahead, the boys soon rei^ched the 
point, and, turning to the right, bore down for the 
island. 

Reaching it, they went on shore, lifting their boats 
carefully out of the water before leaving tliem. 

They found the island covered with a growth of white 
birch, with a few cedars around the shore, and at the 
northern end were two tall pines, dead and partially 
decayed, that towered up many feet above the younger 
growth. The ground was dry, and covered with grass, 
blueberry bushes and brakes being quite thick. It was 
not very large in extent, and rose up some twenty feef 
above the lake, the tops being quite level. 

"What a pretty place this would be for a camp!" 
said Claude, looking critically about him. , 

" Splendid ! " exclaimed St. Clair ; " and I move that 
we camp here a week." 

" I should like it very much," declared Maynard. 
" Those two old pines stand there like sentinels, as if 
they were guarding the island," remarked Wingate. 

" I'll bet there is a bit of romance connected with 
this place, if we only knew it," hazarded Adams. 

" I have no doubt of it," returned Claude ; " we will 
ask George and Frank about it this evening." 

"Who knows but what Indians have lived here at 
some time?" echoed Foster. 

"It is more than likely," answered Le Roy. "If 
there were ever any about here, they were fools if they 
did not, for I never saw a prettier place." 
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" Six o'clock, boys ; we ought not to stop any longer," 
suggested Smith, looking at his watch. 

"We will be off, then," Claude answered, leading 
the way to the boats. 

A few minutes sufficed to set them afloat, and the boys 
followed along the side they were on, passing a little 
rocky reef, that at high water in the spring is completely 
covered. A little way below this a sand-point extended 
out into the lake, and they pulled around this, noticing 
that a small brook emptied into the lake here, then 
continued down along the shore. They pulled slowly, 
watching the land narrowly, but seeing nothing worth 
stopping for, and they reached the sand-beach at half- 
past six, pulled out their boats and turned them over, 
laying the oars and paddles beneath them. Before 
going up to camp, they stood a few moments on the 
beach, and watched the sun as it slowly disappeared 
toward the west. A few clouds, scattered in the sky, 
were turned to sheets of gold, by its expiring rays, and 
the mountains, and hills stood sharply outlined against 
the horizon. The wind had entirely gone down, and 
the water, now perfectly still and calm, reflected on its 
mirrored surface the trees that grew along the shore. 
Back from the water the foliage rose thick and dense, 
the dark spruce and fir mingling with the light birch 
and poplar. The birds were singing their evening 
songs, and a whip-poor-will occasionally uttered his 
melancholy note, while the more discordant music of 
the frogs was heard, followed by a ker-chunk, as they 
splashed from some rock or log into the water. These 
sounds and sights of Nature in her wild domains, to 
which the party were unaccustomed, had a percept- 
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ible influence upon the boys, and they stood silent for 
several moments, each in some easy attitude, wholly 
absorbed in contemplation of the scene before them. 
Older people would not have enjoyed it more than they did. 

Soon, however, they were brought back from any 
fancies that might have been forming in their brains, to 
the reality of their position, by Robbins, who, with a 
vicious slap at his face, exclaimed : " Come, boys, lefs 
go up to camp, or the flies will eat us up." 

" They have not troubled me any," replied Claude, 
who had been rudely awakened from a reverie, in which 
a certain young lady in Chester Park was the principal 
figure ; " but the guides have something that we can put 
on our faces if they trouble us much." 

''What is it?" asked Le Roy. 

" Tar and oil," I believe." 

" I should think it would make a fellow look like a 
nigger," laughed St. Clair. 

" Suppose it does. What does it matter up here in 
the woods?" returned Foster. 

Going up to camp they found supper about ready, the 
two guides being as busy as bees. 

A large number of newly cut spruce boughs lay in a 
pile near the tent, and a few feet from them was a huge 
stack of fire- wood. 

"What are these boughs and the wood for?" asked 
Claude, as they came up. 

" The boughs are to spread in the tent under your 
blankets for you to lie on, and as it is going to be a fine 
evening I thought you might like to have a camp-fire, 
to sit around afl:er supper, and so we cut up plenty of 
wood," replied George. 
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*' A camp-fire ! Thaf s a good idea, fellows." 

" Yes, and we will have you and Frank spin us some 
yarns after supper," said St. Clair. * 

George laughed. 

"Frank and I are not much for telling stories; you 
ought to have kept Mac for that business." 

"Yes," assented Claude, " Mac is a good story-teller ; 
but there is a little too much of the Baron Munchausen 
about him." 

The boys all roared. 

Supper was now declared ready, and after washing 
they went in to tea, which was fully as satisfactory as 
dinner. 

^ As soon as the boys had eaten, the guides took their 
supper, and after the dishes had been washed, the 
boughs and blankets spread in the tent, a huge fire was 
kindled, which soon blazed away merrily. Seats were 
extemporized by part of the boys from boxes and logs, 
while others, spreading their rubber blankets on the 
ground, reclined at full length, their heads resting on 
their elbows. The guides lit their pipes and joined the 
circle, and a general buzz commenced. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

AROUND THE CAMP-FIRE. 

"This is the style of thing, eh, boys?" interrogated 
Qaude, gazing about on their gypsy-looking encamp- 
ment. 

" This will do for me," replied Maynard. 

" I had rather come down here once, than go to the 
White Mountains or beaches a dozen times," said 
Le Roy, who had been to both. 

" I*m booked for the Richardson Lakes another year," 
remarked St. Clair. 

" And I will be with you," chimed in Adams. 

" So will I," chorused the others. The party seemed 
to be of one mind on that question. 

"Where did you go this afternoon, boys?" asked 
Frank. 

'' Two or three miles up the lake," answered Wingate. 

"We started," said Claude, "from the beach and 
followed up the left shore. We noticed a little cove a 
short distance up, which we looked at." 

" That's the logan," remarked George. " If s a good 
place there to float for deer." 

"What do you mean by floating for deer?" asked 
Smith. 

" Why, hunt them with a jack. You have to do it 
in the night." 
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" How do you manage? " inquired Robbins. 

" Go out any dark night in a boat, and have your 
jack put up in the bow of the boat. Only two fellows 
should go together, and the one who is to shoot lays 
down in the bow of the boat under the jack, keeping his 
gun ready to fire all the time if he sees a deer. The 
other fellow paddles the boat along with as little noise 
as possible." 

" What is a jack? " interrupted Adams. 

"It is a lamp made to throw a bright light straight* 
ahead, something like a bull's-eye lantern or a locomo- 
tive head-light, only, of course, much smaller. It is 
fastened to a stick that is set up in the bow of the boat, 
and throws the light several rods ahead on the water 
and bushes. When the deer feed at night, they come 
down to such places as the logan, and work along the 
shore, eating the grass and lily-pads. About all you 
can see is their eyes, and when you see" them shine you 
want to shoot quick." 

" I should like to hunt a deer that way, some night,'* 
said Claude. 

" We haven't any jack, nor you either, I suppose." 

" No, but I will bring one down next year." 

" If you do, we will try it." 

" After we passed the logan, as you call it," contin- 
ued Claude, " w6 pulled along the shore, and soon 
reached another little cove.". 

" That is Saint's Rest," broke in Frank. 

" Sainf s Rest," repeated Claude ; " why does it go 
Dy that name ? " 

" There was a fellow from Andover out here one 
day, and he tried to pull up the lake against a heavy 
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head-wind, but he could only get about half a mile 
above that second logan, the wind and sea were so 
heavy. So he ran in there and stopped until the wind 
went down, then went to the upper dam. He nick- 
named the place ' Saint's Rest,' and it has gone by that 
name since." 

" After leaving Sainf s Rest, " resumed Claude, " we 
pulled around the shore until we came to a small, rocky 
island, way up near the head of the bay." 

" That* s Loon Bay, and the island is Wood Island," 
said George. " Loons are mighty thick up there." 

"And so are rocks," put in St. Clair. 

" You're right," laughingly assented George. " Did 
you hit any of them ? " 

" No," replied Claude, " they were so thick we con- 
cluded we would not go in that direction any longer, 
and we turned out into the lake and pulled across to a 
point a little way above the island, on the other shore." 

" That point was Hard Scrabble," said Frank. 

" Why is it called Hard Scrabble? " 

" Because the wind and the sea is always stronger off 
that point than an)rwhere else in the lower lake. If 
you ever try to pull up by there in a heavy north-west 
wind, you'll find it will be a hard scrabble to get by 
it." 

" Then," said Claude, continuing,' " we pulled down 
to the island, and went on shore to look it over. Has it 
any name ? " 

"Yes, two names," answered George. " Some call 
it Pine Island, but more Spirit Island." 

"After that," concluded Claude, "we pulled down 
to the landing, and came up to camp." 
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"We want to camp on that island a week ; it is a 
very pretty place," said St. Clair. 

"We can go up there any time you say," remarked 
Frank. 

" Suppose we talk this thing over," suggested Claude. 
" This is Thursday night ; now I have not become tired 
of this place yet, and I propose that we stay here until 
Monday; then start for the island Monday morning 
after breakfast. We can make short excursioi;is in our 
boats on the lake, and about the camp on foot. The 
guides say that back on the road, a mile or so, we are 
likely to run across partridges any time, and two 
miles back are the brooks where there is good fishing. 
Besides, I should like to make a few more sketches in 
this locality, and I don't see why we can't have just as 
good a time with our tent pitched here for the next two 
or three days as anywhere else. What do the rest 
of you think ? " 

The other members of the party expressed their 
minds freely. A few restless ones, among whom was 
Robbins, were for going up to the island the next day ; 
but the majority concluded with Claude, that they had 
better stop where they were until Monday. A plan 
was then discussed as to how they should spend the 
rest of their time, and a programme was laid out, to be 
followed as near as circumstances would permit. Com- 
mencing the next Monday, they would camp that week 
on Spirit Island ; the following week at or near the 
Middle Dam ; the next week at the mouth of the Nar- 
rows ; and the succeeding week on Metalic Point, at 
the head of the Narrows. Then, moving into the upper 
lake, tliey would spend a week, first at Mosquito Brook ; 
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then go up to the mouth of the river at the Upper Dam ; 
from there to the head of the lake, camping on the east 
side of Saw-mill Brook, where they would stop a week, 
including their last Sunday, break camp the following 
Monday morning, which would be the 28th of Septem- 
ber, and get down to the Arm of the lake that night, 
where they would camp. Tuesday they would go out 
to Andover, and Wednesday start for home, going di- 
rectly through by rail, reaching home on the night of 
the 30th. The guides, who had taken part in the coun- 
cil, declared that this programme could not be bettered, 
as from the different camping places the boys could 
make excursions to whatever points their tastes or in- 
clinations might lead them. 

" Come, Frank," requested Claude, after they had 
finished sketching their campaign, " can't you tell us a 
story ? You must have seen some tough times up here 
in the woods, as much as you have been out." 

" I never was made for a story-teller," replied Frank ; 
*' but if if 11 please you FU do the best I can, and tell 
you of a little scrape I got into one fall, when I was 
hunting up around Parmachenee Lake." 

"Yes, let us hear about it, by all means," returned 
Claude. * 

*' This is just the time for a story," said St. Clair, 
who, stretched out on his rubber blanket, was watching 
the crackling embers of the camp fire. 

" It was four years ago this fall, I believe," com- 
menced Frank, "when I started up to Parmachenee 
Lake with three other fellows, to try my luck in hunting. 
After spending some time about the lower end of the 
lake, we changed our c^mp, crossed to the head of the 
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lake, and went into permanent quarters near Little 
Bo/s Falls. 

" Getting short of provisions I started out alone one 
day to see what I could raise in the way of game. We 
could always get trout, but we had become tired of 
them, and longed for some kind of meat. It was after 
dinner when I started, intending, of course, to be back 
by night. 

* "I did not take any particular direction, moving 
wherever I took a fancy, -and I must have travelled sev- 
eral hours without seeing anything worth shooting, 
when suddenly a deer started out of a little thicket near 
me, and took off as if the devil was after him. 

" Raising my rifle, and taking quick aim, I fired. 
At the report the deer stopped a moment, and then ran 
faster than ever. Rushing up to where he was 
wheil I fired, I was mighty glad to find blood on the 
bushes and ground. Of course, then, I had hit him, 
and hoping I had wounded him mortally I determined 
to follow, and see if I could not get him ; as a nice, fat 
buck, which I believed the deer to be, would be 
heartily welcomed at camp. 

"Only stopping to load my rifle, I followed at the 
top of my speed, and for a while I did some tall run- 
ning. But as I got tired I began to drag, and, finally, 
as mad as a hornet, I gave up the chase. It was now 
dusk, for the days were short, and night came quick. 
My long run had made me feel hollow, and I concluded 
to make the best of my way back to camp, for fish and 
potatoes, were better than nothing. 

"Turning around I started back, as I supposed 
towards the camp. But I soon noticed that everything 
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looked unfamiliar. The sun had set in a dull, leaden 
sky, and the prospect for passing the night in the open 
woods did not set well on my stomach. I trudged 
along at a fair pace, but as the night grew darker I 
had to slacken my speed ; but still I kept on, travelling 
in the direction I supposed the camp to be. In the last 
two hours it had grown much colder, and I determined 
to travel as long as I could walk. 

" So I kept on in that laggy, loping gait that a man 
is sure to fall into when all tired out. I now began to 
suffer from thirst, and listened eagerly for the sound of 
water, hoping to come across some brook. 

" My throat got dry and parched ; but still I tramped 
along. Just as my thirst got almost beyond endurance 
I heard the ripple of water over some rocks. 

" It was the pleasantest sound I ever heard in my 
life, and quickening my footsteps I reached a small 
stream, and lay down and drank until I was satisfied. 

''After that drink I felt^ good deal better, and get- " 
ting up I crossed the brook and pushed along. But I 
soon became certain that I was not going right, and, 
thinking it must be somewhere near morning, I con- 
cluded to stop where I was till daylight, as I felt confi- 
dent that then I could find my way to camp. Sitting 
down at the foot of an old pine I leaned back against 
the trunk. I had no idea of going to sleep, but I did, and 
when I awoke, cold and shivering, the night was gone." 

"Why didn't you build a fire?" here interrupted 
Claude. 

" I used the last match I had to light my pipe with 
before I saw the deer, expecting, of course, to be back 
to camp by dark." 
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" That was rough," remarked St. Clair. 

" I guess you'd thought so, if you had been in my 
boots. The light wind that was blowing when I went 
to sleep had increased to a gale, heavy masses of cloud 
were drifting down from the north-west, and it had 
already commenced to rain. I made up my mind that 
I should get a soaker. I looked around for a better 
shelter, but, seeing nothing, I concluded to stop where I 
was for the present. 

" The wind increased, and I never saw it blow harder 
in my life. The rain came down in great sheets, and 
trees began to fall all about me. I kept my eye peeled, 
for I expected the old pine would go every minute, and 
I didn't care to be under it. 

" And, by gracious, it did go in about five minutes 
afterward. I felt it tremble, and heard it crack, and 
then I jumped. But it was out of the frying-pan into 
the fire." 

" How was that.'*" broke in Maynard. 

" When the pine went down it struck a small yellow 
birch that stood near, partly uprooted it, and bent it to 
the ground. 

" Before I knew it I was caught, thrown down 
under the birch, and lay as if in a vice. The little tree 
lay across my breast, fastened by the roots at one end, 
and the big pine at the other. 

" It did not seem to bear down very heavy, at least it 
did not hurt me much ; but it was enough to hold me 
flat on my back, just where I lay, the rain beating in 
my face, "and, worse still, the trees crashing down all 
around me. The tree was no larger than my arm, and 
I reached for my knife to cut it. It was in the sheath 
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at the back of my belt, and, of course, under me. I tried 
to get at it first on one side, then the other ; but I was 
held down so close to the ground I couldn't get at it 
without digging away the earth. So I went at it, and 
after an hour's work I got' my hand upon the sheath. 
// was empty. When I fell, the knife must have been 
thrown out. Cursing my bad luck, I turned my head 
and looked sharply about me. There lay the knife, not 
five feet from me, but beyond my reach. It might as 
well have been in camp, for all the good it was to me. 
I puzzled my brain to think of some way to get hold of 
it, but for once my Yankee cuteness failed me. There 
was only one way lefl, to get myself out of that scrape, 
and that was to dig out. So I pitched in. 

"Well, boys, I worked until I thought my fingers 
were nearly worn off, but still I didn't seem to get ahead 
any. 

" And now my time was growing short. The storm 
was over, and the sun, now shining brightly, had long 
passed the hour of noon. I knew it would be a dan- 
gerous job to spend the night where I was, in such a 
helpless condition, and I went to digging again, but 
without much hope of clearing myself before dark. 
Then I was so confounded tired, and my hands were 
so sore, that I had to stop every little while. In one 
of these waits I heard a rustling among the leaves, 
and, looking up, I saw something that made me feel 
better. It was a dog that belonged to one of my friends. 
He rushed up to me, barking, and lapped my face and 
hands, seeming tickled to death to see me. 

" Supposing that some of the fellows were with him, 
I began to shout, expecting to see them every moment. 
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But no one came, and I made up my mind reluctantly 
that he was alone. The next thing I *thought of was, 
could the dog help me. 

"I had seen his master throw sticks at a distance, 
which the dog would go for and bring back to him. 
Whether he would mind me I didn't know, but I was 
'bound to give him a chance to show his knowledge. 

" Patting him on the head, and pointing to the knife, 
I exclaimed, ' Go get it. Spot.' 

" He trotted off, but brought back a stick. I tried 
him three or four times, but received only sticks. I 
began to get discouraged, and wondered what my friend 
kept such a stupid cur for. 

"But the dog kept near me, wagging his tail, and 
seemed to be trying to understand my position ; so I 
tried him once more. 

"Again pointing to the knife, I cried, 'No more 
sticks. Spot ; it is the knife — the knife I want. Fetch 
it) that's a good dog.' 

" The animal bounded away again, and this time 
returned with the knife between his teeth, which he put 
in my hand." 

" That dog was good for something, after all," said 
Adams. 

" Yes ; I have never forgotten him." 

" Grabbing the knife, I went to whittling, and I 
never worked harder in my life than I did for the next 
half hour. Then the birch parted, and I scrabbled to 
my feet. 

" I soon found I was hurt, but not so badly as to pre- 
vent reaching camp, which I came in sight of just as the 
boys had returned from an unsuccessful search for me." 
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" That was rather an unpleasant adventure," said Le 
Roy. 

" Yes ; it was. I don't care to have another like it 
very soon ; " and Frank jumped up and threw four or 
five more large sticks on the fire. After it had been 
replenished, and he had regained his seat, Claude 
exclaimed : — 

" Now, George, it is your turn." 

" Oh, I never had any adventures worth telling," 
replied George. 

" Don^t you know any stories about these lakes?" in- 
quired St. Clair. " Didn't any Indians ever live about 
here?" 

'' Yes, a long while ago. Some lived on Spirit 
Island once." 

'' They did? Oh, tell us about them ! " cried Foster. 

'Mt was years ago. A chief and his daughter had 
their lodge on Spirit Island, and lived there a long time. 
His name was Wenongonet, and her name was Fluelle. 
She went away and married a white man, and the old 
chief lived on the island until he became tired of breath- 
ing, and then died. And that's about all there is to it," 
said George, who was getting tired, and wanted to go to 
bed. 

According to an old legend, however, Wenongonet 
claimed to have been a direct descendant of Paugus, 
and was a grandson of that noted chief who was slain 
in Lovewell's bloody fight, and whose tribe, once known 
as the Sokokis or Saco Indians, it is said, were great 
fighters, but then forever broken up, the most of them 
fleeing over the boundary mountains, and joining the 
St. Francis Indians in Canada. The family of Paugus, 
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however, with a few of the head men, who suiTived the 
battle, concluded to remain this side of the line, and try- 
to keep up a show of the tribe on the Richardson Lakes, 
where they lived until Paugus' son Waurumba, who, on 
the death of his father, became their sagamore or chief, 
died, when they gradually removed to Canada, leaving 
Wenongonet, the last chief's son, the only permanent 
resident after a while on the lakes. He built a lodge 
on Spirit Island, and resided there with his wife and 
daughter for many years. His wife died while they 
were living on the island, leaving the chief and his 
daughter alone. In one of his summer excursions he 
went as far as Bangor ; in that place, while selling 
baskets at a house one day, he met with a family who 
took a sudden interest in his little daughter, then about 
eleven years of age, and they prevailed on the chief to 
let her live with them through the winter. Becoming 
a favorite with all, they instructed her, and dressed her 
as they would an own daughter, and parted with her 
reluctantly, in the spring, on condition of her returning 
in the fall. For several years she lived with her Bangor 
friends winters, and with her father at the lakes sum- 
mers, for she had learned to love the grand old woods 
and the beautiful waters where her childhood had been 
passed, and would not leave them entirely. Finally, 
meeting with a young fellow from Boston under ro- 
mantic circumstances, he saving her life in some manner, 
she became ardently attached to him, and they were 
married at Bangor, and went to Boston to live. Five 
years after this event the old chief breathed his last, 
and was buried on the island where his declining days 
had been spent in peace, amid the scenes he loved so well. 
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When George arose, Frank followed him, and the 
boys, finding the guides were going to turn in, followed 
their example. 

Leaving the fire as it was, the guides went to their 
bunks in the camp, Frank telling the boys to sing out if 
they became frightened in the night. 

But the boys were highly indignant at the idea of 
their becoming frightened, and declared that they could 
take care of themselves. Spreading their blankets to 
suit themselves, they laid down, but did not readily fall 
asleep. The very novelty of their situation was 
enough to banish sleep from their eyes, added to which 
was the continuous jabber they kept up. First one and 
then another would make a remark, and just as there 
was a prospect of a little quiet, some fellow who cared 
more for fun than sleep would make some droll speech 
that \srould set the entire party to laughing again. The 
sounds outside also served to occupy their minds to the 
seclusion of sleep. The snapping and crackling of the 
now dying embers of the camp-fire, the croaking of the 
tree-toads, the unearthly screech of the owls, the wild 
and mournful cry of the loons, were all sounds to which 
the boys were unaccustomed, and it was nearly mid- 
night before they all really fell asleep. 

When they awoke in the morning they could hear 
the guides moving about outside the tent, and it was 
evident that preparations for breakfast were going on. 
They dressed and washed, and were surprised to find 
that it was nearly seven o'clock. They noticed, also, 
that the sky was overcast, and that there was a general 
appearance of rain. 

After the boys had rolled up their blankets, the guides 
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set the table, and served up breakfast. When this was 
over the party scattered off to spend the forenoon as best 
suited tliem. As it looked so much like rain they de- 
cided not to go out on the lake. Claude, St. Clair, 
Maynard, and Wingate, went off gunning; Adams, 
Le Roy, and Smith took their rods and walked out on 
the road to the brooks to try the trout, while Robbins 
and Foster concluded to go after gum. The guides 
remained in camp and attended to their various duties, 
that of cooking occupying a large part of their time, as 
the boys had good appetites, and it was no small job to 
get up a meal for eleven persons three times a day. 

It was nearly noon before any of the boys returned. 
The gunners came first, their united efforts having suc- 
ceeded in bagging only three partridges and a pigeon ; 
these the guides commenced plucking at once, saying 
that they would make an excellent stew for dinner, 
which was to be served at one o'clock. 

Just before that hour the fishermen returned with a 
fine string of the brook trout, that were laid away for 
supper. 

Dinner was announced, but Robbins and Foster had 
not made their appearance. 

''Will you wait for them," asked Frank, "or have 
your dinner now.?" 

''We will take ours no\^" answered Maynard, who* 
felt faint from the long tramp he had taken ; " they will 
be here probably before we are done eating." 

But the missing lads had not appeared even when the 
guides had finished their dinner, and the rest of the 
boys began to feel worried about them. It had also 
commenced to rain, — a fine drizzle, that looked as if it 
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might last for a week, — and Claude was sure they would 
have been in camp by that time if they could ; while 
St. Clair concluded they were either lost, or had met 
with some accident. 

After talking the matter over, the boys decided that 
if the absentees did not return to camp by three o'clock 
they would go out in search of them. No one seemed 
to know which way they had gone, or whether they 
were armed. The guides supposed they were only 
going a short distance from camp, as they could find 
plenty of spruce-trees within half a mile of the Arm, 
and George remembered seeing them go out on the 
lake road a rod or two, and then strike into the woods 
on the left. Whether they had remained on that side 
of the road, or crossed afterwards, was a matter of 
doubt. 

Three o'clock soon came, and the missing ones had 
not arrived. In the mean time several guns had been 
loaded heavily and fired at the camp, but they elicited 
no response. The tent was closed tight to keep out the 
rain, and the boys, divided into two parties, and led by 
Frank and George, started off, one division striking 
into the woods on the north side of the road, and the 
other on the south. It was agreed between them that 
they should return to camp by seven o'clock at the 
latest. 

When Robbins and Foster left the tent in the morning 
they were undecided in which direction to go, and 
strolled a short distance down the road, turning into 
the woods on the left, accidentally rather than pur- 
posely. After getting a few rods from the road they 
began to look about them for spruce-trees. They found 
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plenty of trees, but not a great deal of gum. They 
kept moving about, however, and after they had been 
from the camp two hours, as near as they could judge, 
they started back. They expected to find no difficulty 
in returning to the road. But trouble beset them ; the 
woods all looked alike, and they could not run across 
any tree that they remembered of passing. A hill arose 
behind them, and thinking they could learn their where- 
abouts by ascending the hill, and then taking a look 
from die top of some tall tree, — a trick very often re- 
sorted to by hunters when lost in the woods, — they 
started up. It was at least half a mile to the top, and 
a hard climb, the under-brush being very thick. 

On reaching the summit of the mountain they did 
not readily find a tree suitable for climbing, and they 
walked some distance on the ridge before they came 
across such a one as they were looking for. This 
appeared to them in the shape of a sapling pine about 
sixty feet liigh. The nearest limb to the ground was at 
least twenty-five feet above them ; but as the tree ran 
up several feet higher than the others near it, the boys 
determined to give it a trial. Foster decided to try it 
first, and if he couldn't " shin it," then Robbins would 
give it a trial. 

Pulling oflT his boots, Foster mounted first on his 
companion's back, and then to his shoulders. Getting 
a good hold of the tree he began to work his way up 
the trunk, and being a light, active boy, soon had hold 
of the lower limb. He now made more rapid progress, 
and was soon above the lower limbs, where he took a 
short rest. Recovering his breath, he ascended readily 
to the top of the tree, and gaining an easy position 
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looked about him. He could see the lake, and found 
that he was nearly as far up on the land as the boys 
had been on the water the day before. Another 
mountain-ridge run between them and the lake, but it 
was not so high as the one they were on. Making 
sure of their position, he descended and communicated 
to his companion the result of his observations. 

Putting on his boots, he started for the lake, followed 
by Robbins. They had decided to reach the lake and 
follow down the shore to the landing; the walking 
was hard, the trees growing so close together they 
could hardly force their way through them. But it 
was now raining, and in spite of the thick undergrowth 
they persevered, reaching tlie intervening hill in about 
an hour's hard tramping. Here they stopped a few 
moments to rest. While sitting on a fallen log, which 
proved to be hollow at one end, they saw a small, 
queer-looking animal run out from it. Robbins, who 
was nearest to it, made a dash for it, and succeeded in 
reaching it just as it was going up a large pine. He 
seized it in both hands, not having his gun or revolver 
with him, with the intention of throwing it to the 
ground. The next moment, however, with a cry of 
pain, he jumped away from the tree. 

" What is the matter?" cried Foster. 

For reply Robbins held up his hands, which were 
full of quills. 

"A porcupine! by gracious!" exclaimed Foster. 
" Let me help you pull those quills out ; if they work 
in beyond the barb, they'll hurt like thunder." 

It was indeed a hedgehog or porcupine the Boys had 
nm across, and which are quite thick in many localities 
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in the lake region. It was tlie first one any of the boys 
had seen, but Foster, who had read up on natural history 
before starting on the trip, recognized it at once. 

The animal made good its escape, as soon as Robbins 
had let go of it, and after getting the quills from his 
hand — an operation that made him wince frequently— 
the boys pushed on toward the lake, 

" FU shoot some of those fellows to pay for this, 
before we get back to Boston," said Robbins, gazing 
savagely at his bleeding hand. 

" You was in too much of a hurry for game that 
time," replied his friend, laughing. 

Without any further adventures the boys pursued 
their way, and finally reached the lake shore. Turning 
to the left they followed its sinuous windings, and were 
surprised to find how much further they had to go on 
the land than on the water to reach the landing. 

" If we only had one of our boats we would soon be 
in camp," remarked Robbins, as they frudged wearily 
along. 

'' It would make quite a difference. I wish we were 
there now, for I suppose the fellows will be getting 
worried about us ; it must be pretty near night." 

" I shall not be sorry when we see camp," returned 
Robbins, " for I am wet to the skin and as hungry as a 
regiment of bears." 

" My case exactly." 

It gave promise of being dark early, and the boys 
made a forced march, straining every nerve, and reached 
the camp about seven, just in time to see the entire party 
they had left, coming in from the opposite direction. 

The boys, with the guides, gave three cheers when 
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they beheld Foster and Robbins alive and well. All 
hands went into the old camp, a roaring fire was kindled 
that made the old stove snap, and before any prepa- 
rations were made for supper each party exchanged 
notes. Foster and Robbins told how they had been 
lost, not forgetting to mention the tatter's endeavor to 
catch a hedgehog in his hands ; at which the company 
laughed long and loud, and the manner in which they 
had found out where they were, and how they had 
worked their way back to camp. Then the guides 
related their search for the missing boys, and how, 
chagrined at their ill-luck in not finding them, they had 
determined to go out again after supper alone, and con- 
tinue the search, if they did not find them in camp 
when they arrived. 

After each party had told their experience, the guides, 
assisted by some of the boys, provided supper, and the 
party, tired out^with their tramp and anxiety, retired to 
rest early. 

During the night the storm increased, and on Satur- 
day morning the boys arose to find the rain descending 
steadily, and everything around the camp drenched 
through. Not caring to walk about in the rain, the 
whole party spent the day in camp, and amused them- 
selves in various ways, some reading, others writing, 
and a few playing cards. They turned in at night, with 
the rain steadily pouring, and on arising Sunday morn- 
ing they found it still the same. 

" I would like to know if it is going to rain forever," 
gambled Robbins, as he poked his head outside the 
tent. " This is getting played out." 

" I think it will clear up during the day," said Frank, 
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who had just visited the tent to see if the boys were up, 
he being all ready to lay the table. 

But he did not hit it, for the storm continued steadily 
throughout the day. Their monotony was broken up, 
however, a little in the afternoon by the arrival of a 
party of four men from Canton, Maine ; the team being 
driven by the hostler of the hotel, who brought letters 
and newspapers for several of the boys. 

These men, although wet as drowned rats, only 
stopped at the Arm long enough to load the boat they 
had hired, and then pushed on to the Upper Dam. 

"They must want to get up the lake bad," said 
Claude, shrugging his shoulders at the idea of pulling 
twelve miles in a driving rain. 

" They don't mind it any," said the hostler ; " they're 
regular Modocs, They've got rum enough to keep 
them warm. They're only going to stop a week, and 
want to make the most of it." 

When the team returned the boys sent out the letters 
they had written, and then amused themselves in vari- 
ous ways till tea. After supper they sang hymns, hav- 
ing, as St. Clair said, '' a regular praise-meeting," and 
then retired with the ardent hope that the sun would 
shine on tiiem the next morning. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

A WEEK ON SPIRIT ISLAND. 

Monday morning saw the boys up and out early, 
and they fairly shouted with joy when they found the 
storm had passed, and that Old Sol was beaming upon 
them pleasantly once more. The air was balmy, and 
fragrant with the resinous perfumes of the pine and fir. 
The rain-drops were clinging to the leaves, glistening 
like diamonds in the rays of the rising sun ; the birds 
were hovering about the camp, and joyously carolling 
their matin songs, and, in fact, all nature seemed to re- 
joice together. Joking and laughing, the party took 
breakfast ; then, while the guides were eating, the boys 
carried the stores down to the shore. When Frank and 
George had finished their meal, the dishes were washed, 
packed, and taken to the shore. The tent was struck, 
and this, with whatever scattering articles were still 
lying about, was taken down to the beach. 

With the assistance of George and the boys, who 
were anxious to help, Frank took his boat from the 
boat-house, and moved it into the water. The stores 
and baggage were placed in it, and the young 
sportsmen launched their boats. All now embarked, 
and, giving three cheers, they started up the lake for 
Spirit Island, the Go Ahead taking the lead, followed 
by the Water Witch and the Fairy, the guides with 
their boat bringing up the rear. 
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The flotilla made a beautiful appearance on the 
smooth water, and the boys, who had by this time all 
become fair oarsmen, pulled a long, steady stroke, send- 
ing their light boats over the lakes at a pace that 
troubled the guides to keep up with them. 

In half an hour they had reached the island, and 
under the direction of Frank pulled around to the 
south-eastern comer, where they landed. The baggage 
and stores were unloaded and taken up to the top of 
the island ; then the guides, followed by the boys, went 
back to the shore, for Frank declared if they were 
going to camp there a week they must have some suit- 
able place to land the boats, or, when the lake was 
rough, they would get injured. 

A landing was made by cutting a number of long 
skids and laying them on the shore, parallel with the 
water. The ends of these were loaded with stones, to 
prevent them washing away in case the waves reached 
them. After this job was finished, and the boats 
hauled out, the party returned to the centre of the 
island. A site was selected for the tent, commanding a 
view of the greater part of the lake, and near the mid- 
dle of the island. A ditch was dug around it to carry 
off water in case of another rain, and the table set up 
inside. As there were no trees on the island that 
would furnish boughs for beds, they had to get them 
from the main land ; they concluded not to do this until 
nearly night, in hopes that then they would be dry, 
everything having befen thoroughly soaked in the recent 
rain. A stock of firewood was provided, the guides 
cutting down a number of white birch, while the boys 
made a tour of the island, strolling along shore, and 
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finding quite a large supply of dry wood, which they 
carried to camp. 

The store tent was also to serve as the sleeping 
apartment for the guides, and was set up just beyond 
the one occupied by the boys, and to the south of it. 
To the northward of the tents, and just far enough re- 
moved to prevent danger from fire, the guides made ar- 
rangements for their cooking. Two green sticks, about 
six feet long, with a crotch at the upper end, were cut, 
and driven into the ground about five feet apart. 
Across the top of these a green sapling, about an inch 
in diameter, was placed. From this hung an iron, 
crooked at both ends, reaching to within three feet of 
the ground. On the lower end of this could be placed 
pots and kettles when water was to be boiled or stews 
compounded. 

For baking, the guides had brought a tin baker. 
They also constructed a rude fire-place of rocks, picked 
up from the shore of the island, building it near the 
other fire, and placed on top of it an old piece of sheet 
iron, brought with them for the purpose. On this they 
cooked their tea and coflTee, and fried their trout, or 
baked their beans, by turning it into a close oven, which 
they were enabled to do, at a little trouble. 

Claude suggesting that a large camp-fire, evenings, 
would be pleasant, all hands turned to and brought up 
from the shore a large number of rocks, that were laid 
solidly on the ground, arranged in the form of a circle. 
This was done to protect the git>und from the ravages 
of the fire, and keep it from spreading. 

Every one had been so busy that no note had been 
made of time, and when Robbins, with a good-natured 
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growl, suggested *' that it wias about time to have some 
grub," all were surprised to find that it was past two 
o'clock. 

Accordingly the other work was suspended, and all 
the boys tendered their services in helping forward the 
dinner. The guides accepted the proffered help, and 
although it is said " that too many cooks spoil the 
broth," the old axiom proved false in this case, for by 
tliree o'clock the guides, with the assistance of the boys, 
had served up an excellent dinner, to which the party 
. did ample justice. After the guides had eaten, and 
things had been cleared away, the whole party took 
their boats and went over to the eastern side of the 
lake, where George and Frank cut the boughs needed 
for bedding, the boys taking them to the boats. These 
were loaded with all they could carry, and going back 
to the island they were placed in the tents. 

Having had such a late dinner, the boys declared they 
did not need any supper, and in order to pass away the 
two hours before dark, launched their boats^ and rowed 
down to the Arm and back. While there, as they had 
plenty of time, they went in swimming ; the beautiful 
sand-beach at the foot of the Arm offered a splendid 
place for bathing, and the youngest of the boys could 
wade out several rods from shore before the water would 
be up to his neck, so gradually did the bottom re- 
cede. 

When they reached Spirit Island tliey found the 
wood all arranged for the camp-fire, and it was lit at 
dark. Gathering around its cheerful blaze, they spent 
a couple of hours chatting over various subjects. As 
there were no trout in camp, it was decided to spend 
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the better part of the next day in fishing at the Middle 
Dam. ^ 

Tuesday morning, immediately after the guides had 
cleared up the breakfast things, all hands took their 
fishing-tackle, and started for the Middle Dam, the 
guides going in their own boat. The sail across the 
lake was pleasant, the water being as smooth as glass, 
and they soon reached the head of the run. They 
landed opposite the camp, and went up to take a look 
at it. There were three buildings ; two setting front 
to the lake, and running parallel with the shore, the 
other setting end to the lake, adjoining the main build- 
ings at the south-west corner. A wooden platform 
extended from the passage-way between the two main 
buildings along to and in front of the smaller one. 
From this platform one could obtain a fine view of the 
lake, and the mountains forming the "farm ridge," that 
extend from Trout Cove on the great lake to the Arm 
on the lower Richardson. The passage-way, about five 
feet wide, was roofed over, and the doors from both 
the main buildings opened out on it, and were directly 
opposite each other. 

After taking a good view of the surroundings the 
boys went inside the camps. They found the small 
one to contain only sleeping-rooms. The middle build- 
ing had sleeping-rooms along each side for about two- 
thirds of the way, where they terminated. The north- 
east comer was used as the dining-room, and. on the 
opposite side old-fashioned double bedsteads were set 
up, furnishing sleeping accommodations for four people. 
Front of these beds an open Franklin fire-place stood. 
At the further end of the room was a sink, where the 
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boarders performed their ablutions. A couple of steps 
from one door to the other, across the passage-way, 
brought them into the most northerly camp, which they 
found was mainly used for a store-house and kitchen, 
there being a few sleeping-rooms on the western side 
that were used by the cook and cookee (the person 
helping the cook). A huge stove occupied the centre* 
of the room, and the cook and his helper, in white 
aprons, were flying about as busy as bees. 

George introduced his party to the cook, and the boys 
told him they should want dinner there that day. His 
name was Asa Frost. The boys found him a pleasant 
fellow, and they plied him with numerous questions, 
which he answered in a satisfactory manner. From the 
kitchen the boys went back to the dining-room, where 
they were highly amused by looking at the charcoal and 
pencil drawings of different sizes and shapes of trout, 
whicK were done on smooth pieces of birch-bark, and 
tacked upon the rough walls of the camp. These had 
been made at different times by the habitues of the 
'' Angler's Retreat," as the place was called by the old 
fishermen. Generally the weight of the fish, and the 
name of the person who had caught it, and sometimes 
«ven the date of the day on which it was caught, were 
inserted under the drawings. 

The boys were much interested in the camp, and after 
passing a half-hour pleasantly they went down to their 
boats, and, pushing off* a little way from shore, anchored 
at the head of the run, where the guides thought best 
to give the trout a trial. Here they fished until dinner- 
time, with moderate success, their united catch weigh- 
ing only fifteen pounds. The largest fish -had been 
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taken by George Thomas, and weighed two and a half 
pounds. At noon the bell on top of the camp was rung, 
calling them to dinner, and they pulled ashore, taking 
their rods up with them, as they intended to try their 
luck at the Dam after the meal. 

Dinner over, they went out on the platform, and, find- 
ing the sun beat down very hot, they concluded to wait 
a while before fishing again. While they were taking 
their ease in the shade the guides dug some worms, and 
about two o'clock they went down to the Dam, a few rods 
south-west of the camp. This Dam is several hundred 
feet long, and holds back the waters of the two Rich- 
ardson Lakes. It sets at the head of that wonderful 
series of rapids and falls, called by some the Rapid 
River, and by others, the Five-Mile Falls. This stream 
Its in reality a part of the Androscoggin River and 
empties into Lake Umbagog. 

The party scattered about, some on the piers, apron 
and sluice-way, and others on .the rocks below the 
Dam. 

Claude, who had done all the fishing he felt inclined 
to do in the morning, went down the right-hand bank 
of the stream a few rods, where, selecting a cosey place 
in the shade, he sat down, and in spite of the flies, that 
proved somewhat troublesome, he succeeded in making 
a spirited sketch of the Rapids and Dam, and the young 
fishermen who were trying to tempt the wary trout from 
the foaming waters where they were sporting. 

Two hours, thus occupied, passed away rapidly, and 
a little after four the boys took their rods apart, and 
went up to camp ; after getting a piece of ice to use in 
their own camp, they embarked in their boats and 
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pulled down to Spirit Island. Only ten pounds of trout 
had been caught in the afternoon, but the guides 
declared they had done a good day's work. 

'' You see/' said Frank, " August aint the time for 
trout-fishing. If s so hot now, the trout are off in the 
deep water. Wait until next month, when we are at the 
Upper Dam, and we'll show you what trout-fishing is." 

" I don't care particularly for the fifehing," responded 
Claude. " This beautiful scenery, the healthy air, the 
boating on the lake, and the charm of this new, strange 
life, is pleasure enough for me." 

On their way to camp some of the boys proposed a 
race. The boats were accordingly drawn up abreast of 
each other, off the third point from the head of the run, 
and as Claude gave the word the boys bent to their 
oars. Each boat was pulled by two oarsmen, with an 
extra man at the stern, who paddled and steered. The 
guides went into the race also, and although their boat 
was much heavier than the others they had more 
muscle on their oars, and being more used to hard work 
could hold their wind better. So it was about an even 
thing. The Fairy, pulled by Claude and St. Clair, 
and steered by Foster, took the lead on the start, and 
kept it in spite of the tremendous exertions made by 
the two guides, who were second in the race, to dis- 
tance them. Two boat-lengths behind Frank and 
George came the Go Ahead, pulled by Maynard and 
Wingate, and steered by Smith ; the Water Witch, 
bringing up the rear with Adams and Le Roy, at tlie 
oars, and Robbins at the paddle. 

" Pull, fellows ! " cried Smith ; " don't let tliat heavy 
boat beat us. Give it to her I " 




'xr^c^Xo 



130 Eastward^ Hoi or^ 

The Go Ahead gained a few inches, as her crew 
under Smith's words made a spurt. 

Noticing this, the guides redoubled their efforts, and 
increased the distance between their boat and the Go 
Ahead. 

In the Water Witch Robbins was paddling and 
growling with all his strength. 

" Pull, you sardines ! " he yelled. '* Are you going to 
let all the others beat us? I should think you fellows 
had been feeding on skim-milk. Wake her up, can't 
you ? " and he drove his paddle through the water until 
it nearly doubled under his efforts. 

In the same order the boats crossed the greater pari 
of the lake ; but as they neared the island all the crews 
took to spurting, and first one and then another of the 
boats would gain a little. 

The Water Witch crept up abreast of the Go Ahead, 
but couldn't hold her position, and fell slowly back 
again. The Go Ahead gained, so as to lap by thS 
heavier boat ahead some three or four feet, but the 
guides "pitched in" with renewed vigor, and left the 
Go Ahead again ^n their wake, and crept up nearly 
amidships of the Fairy. Claude and St. Clair, seeing 
this, made a powerful spurt, and aided by Foster, who 
handled his paddle with much skill and judgment, 
turned the southern end of the island, as near the shor^ 
as they dared to go, and reached the landing first. The 
guides were close behind them, and a moment after the 
Go Ahead and Water Witch dashed up, backing water 
as they approached, to keep from fouling the other 
boats. 

" Three cheers for the Fairies I " exclaimed Maynard, 
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as the boats gathered at the landing, and they were 
given with a will that showed an entire lack of any hard 
feeling on the part of the crews who had been beaten. 

" We must try this thing again, some day," said 
Wingate. 

"We shall be ready any time," returned St. Clair, 
good-naturedly. 

The boats were taken up on the landing, and the 
party went up to camp. The guides proceeded to cook 
supper, while the boys, taking their guns, went down on 
the shore at the upper end of the island, and amused 
themselves by firing at loons, but without any effect. 
The powder and shot were thrown away. The boys 
made up their minds that it was no easy matter to 
shoot a loon, and promptly obeyed the call to supper 
given by George. , 

After the guides were through with their supper and 
work the entire party gathered round the camp fire, 
and the conversation became general. 

"What shall we do to-morrow, fellows?" asked 
Claude, when they had become seated. 

" Go up to the Upper Dam," suggested Maynard. 

" We might go after berries, if there are any about 
here," said Le Roy. 

"There are any quantity of raspberries up to the 
farm, and lots of blueberries at the Upper Dam," 
responded Frank. 

" Where is the farm?" inquired Adams. 

" Up to the head of the Narrows." 

" Do people live there now?" 

" No ; J. G. Rich was the last person who lived there, 
and that was a long time ago." 
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" Are there any buildings there ? " interrogated 
Qaude. 

"There are two old barns standing. The house, a 
nice one in its day, has gone to ruins. Tlie frame of a 
corn-house or hog-house also stands near one of the 
b^rns." 

" How far is it from here ? " 

"About six miles to Metalic Point, then from the 
beach up to to the barns it is only a short distance." 

"Which shall it be, fellows?" queried St. Clair, 
looking about him, — " raspberries or blueberries? " 

" I go in for the raspberries," answered Adams. 

" I prefer them," said Claude. 

" I am not particular any way," chimed in Le Roy. 
" I would like to see the place, and we can just as well 
go there to-morrow as anywhere else." 

It was decided, therefore, to spend the day at the 
Richardson Farm, or what part they chose, and it was 
arranged to do away with a regular dinner, the guides 
being instructed to put up a lunch sufficient for the 
entire party. 

The clearing known as the Richardson Farm origi- 
nally comprised about a hundred acres, but the larger 
part of it is now grown up to bushes, and in a few 
years more it will be thick woods. 

More than thirty years ago, according to local report, 
a Scotchman, by the name of Richardson, owned large 
tracts of land around the lakes. He was a driving kind 
of a man, and somewhat of a speculator. The tract of 
land where the "farm" is was surveyed and laid out 
into a township. A clearing was made, some good 
buildings erected, and the land, excellent for farming 
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purposes, was well cultivated. At the head of the lake, 
also, on what is called Saw-Mill Brook, Richardson had 
a dam constructed and a grist-mill built, the ruins of 
which are still to be seen. Near the mouth of the river, 
at the Upper Dam, he also put up a shingle-mill. All 
this was some years before any of the lake dams were 
built, or logging had grown to be the business it has 
since become. 

A rough road was cut out from the so-called Richard- 
son Farm, parallel with the lake but some distance back 
from the shore, to the lake road, joining it about two 
miles from the Arm at a point known as the '' birch 
guide-board." This road has since become entirely 
grown over. Richardson now hired a horse and buggy 
in Andover, and with four stout men he started for 
the farm. Leaving the lake road at the birch guide- 
board, he turned into his new road, the horse being 
obliged to walk all the way. At each wheel was a man 
who lifted the buggy over huge stumps and rocks, and 
eased it over other places where a horse could never 
have pulled it alone, and, proceeding in this manner, after 
a fearful job, they finally reached the " farm," the horse 
and buggy being sent back down the lake on a raft, 
Richardson thinking it altogether too much of a job to 
take them out the way they went in. 

This was in 1842, when the land fever in Maine was 
at its height, and after his exploit with the horse and 
buggy, Richardson went to Portland and Boston, where 
he sold a large number of farms in his township, repre- 
senting the lands to be partially cleared, and that they 
were within fifteen miles of a large town, Andover, and 
that there was a good road, over which a horse and 
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buggy could be driven the entire distance. Those who 
bought farms in the township, it is needless to say, never 
settled on them ; one visit to the place being sufficient 
to teach them they had been badly sold. It is said that 
the shrewd Scotchman made over forty thousand dollars 
out of this affair, which in those days was a large sum 
of money. 

The land and buildings came into possession of some 
of the lumber companies, who are now logging in the 
lake region ; and after a time Mr. Rich went to the 
farm to live, being employed by the owners of the land 
to take care of the place. He lived here with his wife 
for six years, their nearest neighbors being from fifteen 
to twenty miles distant, and the stores still farther. The 
nearest doctor to them was forty miles away, and Mr. , 
Rich said that there was one while, when living at the 
the farm, that his wife never saw a woman for three 
years. 

In those days, also, hunting and fishing were im- 
mense, and deer and moose were shot by Mr. Rich 
within half a mile of his house, while bears were so 
thick as to be a nuisance. The waters of the lake were 
also teeming with trout, and a half-hour's fishing in any 
direction would give him more fish than his family 
could eat in" a week. 

Wednesday morning was pleasant and clear, and the 
entire party left the camp a little past eight for the 
Richardson Farm. The guides had the lunch and some 
empty pails for the berries.' 

Maynard, Le Roy, and Smith took their fishing- 
tackle, with the intention of doing a little fishing on 
Metalic Brook, that flows along the edge of the clearing, 
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just behind one of the barns, and empties into the lake 
a few rods above Metalic Point. 

Claude and St. Clair carried their guns, in order to 
get a shot at any stray bird or animal they should run 
across, while the rest of the boys went empty- 
handed. 

The water was smooth, and the sail over the lake 
delightful. Passing Portland Point the boats entered 
the Narrows, about two miles long. Through this 
beautiful strait they pulled leisurely, commenting from 
time to time on the charming scenery. As they floated 
along, George and Frank, whose boat was in advance, 
pointed out to them a spot where Rich, the man who 
had lived on the farm, had once shot a moose. 

It seems that Rich was going down the lake, and 
came in sight of the moose while it was swimming 
across tlie Narrows. He had his rifle with him, and 
fired at the animal when it was in the middle of the 
stream. The bullet went through its heart, killing it 
instantly. The carcass floated on the water, but was 
so heavy he could not get it into his boat. The hunter 
was a man of many expedients, and, not being able to 
lift the moose, he jumped out into the water, it being 
shallow, sank his boat, and contrived to get it under 
the animal's body ; then he bailed out the water, the 
boat rising with the moose, as the water was thrown 
out, and when the boat was entirely free from water 
Rich stepped in, and took his game up to Metalic Point, 
where he was enabled to cut it up, and get it home. 

About half way up the Narrows, on the right-hand 
shore, George pointed out to the boys a little sandy 
point, known as Chub Point. 
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Reaching the beautiful sand-beach at Metalic Point, 
the boats were taken out and turned over. 

This sand-beach is the finest of any about the lakes. It 
is crescent-shaped, and near the end of the point the 
water is so bold that a steamer can land without 
grounding. At the other end of the beach the water 
is shallow, and a person can wade out quite a distance 
without getting over head. It is not a safe place, 
however, for a person to bathe who cannot swim. 
For when the water deepens, it does so suddenly, and 
one step beyond a certain distance will plunge you 
into water over thirty feet deep. 

Above Metalic Point spreads the byroad expanse of 
Molechunkamunk Lake, known also as the Upper 
Richardson. This is the finest sheet of water in New 
England, and the boys were united in its praise. They 
gazed about until they were tired, and then followed 
the guides, who started along the beach, and at the 
eastern end struck into a path that led up to the farm. 

When they reached the clearing, the boys inspected 
the buildings ; those that were standing and those that 
had fallen, alike came in for their share of attention. 
After this, the guns, fishing-rods, and lunch, were 
deposited in the barn nearest the brook, and all went 
to picking berries with a will. The raspberries, red 
and ripe, grew in luxurious profusion, and by noon the 
party had filled their pails. 

Lunch was now thought of. Proceeding to the bam, 
a table was extemporized from some of the loose boards 
lying around, and the collation spread. Cool water 
was obtained from the brook, and the picnic meal was 
heartily enjoyed by all. 
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"I should think some of these people down here 
would buy this place and go to farming," said Claude ; 
*' they could soon clear out the bushes that have grown 
up." 

"The lumber company wouldn't sell any of the 
land," answered George ; " and, beside, when the 
water is high in June this clearing is all flooded. In 
the spring we could come up the brook in our boats 
as far as this bam. The land is good for nothing while 
the lakes are flooded. That path we came over is six 
feet under water in June." 

" It seems too bad — this is such a pretty place here." 

" Yes, and this was a mighty good farm too. They 
used to cut a hundred tons of hay here, and keep lots 
of stock." 

" Why won't the lumber companies sell any land?" 

" Oh, they don't want any settlers here. Beside, if 
they should sell land, and men should clear up farms 
here, the companies would be obliged to build roads to 
them, and that would cost them more than they could 
get for the land." 

" I don't blame them, then." 

" When you come up here to camp," said Frank, 
*' we must %o over to Metalic Pond. It lies back here 
in the woods about three or four miles, and is a rousing 
place for ducks." 

"Why can't we go there this afternoon.?" asked Le 
Roy. 

" Because there isn't time. It's a hard jaunt up there 
and back." 

Those who had their fishing tackle, accompanied by 
George, now went down to the brook to try their 
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luck, while Claude and St. Clair, with Frank, started 
for the woods, to see what they could find in the shape 
of game. The rest of the boys concluded to stroll 
about the clearing, and take a good look at the place, 
all agreeing to be at the bam where they had taken 
their lunch by four o'clock. 

The fishermen went up the brook about a mile, and 
had very good success, bringing back with them over 
a hundred small trout. The boys had already found 
out that the small trout caught in the brooks were much 
sweeter and nicer than the large ones caught in the 
lake, although these latter are also real spotted brook 
trout (salmo fontinalis)^ there not being any lake 
trout in this region. These brook trout, weighing as 
high as twelve pounds, have been caught in the Rich- 
ardson Lakes, at the Middle and Upper Dams, which 
are the best waters for sportsmen in the State of 
Maine. 

The gunners returned with seven partridges, while 
Robbins, Foster, Adams, and Wingate, who, having 
neither fishing tackle nor guns, had soon become tired of 
strolling about the clearing, went down to the beach 
and indulged in a swim, returning to the rendezvous as 
empty-handed as when they had left. 

Gathering up the game, fish, and berries, the whole 
party went down to their boats, and were soon floating 
towards Spirit Island. When they reached Portland 
Point, not a cloud was to be seen, the sky being as clear 
as a bell. They stopped a little below the point a few 
minutes to get a look at the White Mountains, the three 
highest peaks of which — Washington, Jefferson, and 
Adams — loomed up against the blue sky fifty miles, to 
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the south-west, as plain as if within gunshot of them. 
Off to the left of these the boys noticed two other fine- 
looking peaks, that would have been really grand had it 
not been for their haughty neighbors. Claude wished 
to know what they were. 

*' The one to the left," said George '' is Old Bald 
Pate, that you were on the other day. The people 
over Bethel way call it Saddleback." The other is 
Speckled Mountain, in Grafton Notch. The stage road 
from Bethel to Upton runs between them." 

The boats were now started again, reaching the 
island about six o'clock. The boys took the things up 
to camp, while the guides drew up the boats. 

By seven o'clock supper was ready, the raspberries 
proving a welcome addition to the meal. Supper over, 
and the work attended to, the camp fire was started, 
and all gathered around it, to take their ease. This was 
a pleasant wind-up to the day, and the boys enjoyed *the 
two or three evening hours spent in its cheerful light as 
well as any part of the day. Until nearly ten o'clock 
they sat chatting and laughing, and, without arranging 
any special plan for Thursday, went to their tent and 
turned in. 

The next morning they found it was raining. The 
clouds were low down, and covered the tops of all the 
hills and mountains about them. It was evident that 
there would be no boating that day without wet jackets. 
The party accepted the situation and stuck to the camp, 
each one passing his time as best suited him. Being 
well provisioned, there was no necessity of facing the 
storm, and the guides, with their usual forethought, had 
supplied a large quantity of wood. 
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On arising Friday morning the boys found a new 
state of the atmosphere, the fog being so thick that, as 
Robbins expressed it, " you could cut it with a knife," 
while Foster declared that "they might walk on 
it." 

But no one felt disposed to make the trial, and as the 
guides prophesied that it would be clear by nine or ten 
o'clock the boys lounged about the camp after breakfast, 
waiting for the mists to dispel. 

A little before ten it began to lighten up. The clouds 
grew thinner, and the fog began to drive away before a 
north-west wind. The sun came out bright and warm, 
and the boys began to try and decide where they should 
spend the rest of the day. 

They had taken a late breakfast, and, as the forenoon 
was well advanced, they concluded to row down to the 
Arm of the lake, and go out to the brooks fishing. The 
guides were not needed, and they stayed at camp. Din- 
ner was ordered at five o'clock, the boys taking a lunch 
with them. Maynard, Wingate, and Claude carried 
their guns, and the rest of the boys took their fishing 
tackle with them. It was half-past ten when they 
pulled away from the island. 

Nothing occurred worthy of comment on their way 
down to the Arm, and in half an hour they had landed 
on the sand-beach. Drawing up their boats they went 
up to camp, and, not finding any one there, started out 
on the road. They walked a short distance, and had 
reached the top of the first little rise beyond the camp, 
when Claude saw a small animal, about the size of a 
well-grown kitten, run into the bushes on the left-hand 
side of them. 
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"A rabbit I " he shouted, and the whole party made 
a dash for it. 

As they neared it, Claude fired, but without taking 
any aim. Being but a few steps from the animal, he 
felt sure of it. A few shot may have struck it ; but the 
boys never stopped to investigate, for about the time 
Claude fired, the animal stopped a moment, elevated its 
tail, and the next minute the boys thought that light- 
ning had struck them. 

Turning, they rushed for the road pell-mell, in their 
hurry actually tumbling over each other. 

" A skunk ! " gasped Claude, when he had recovered 
his breath sufficiently to speak. 

" Oh, murder, what a smell ! " cried St. Clair, with a 
horrified expression, holding tightly to his nose. 

" We are in a devil of a pickle," howled Maynard, 
who being in the front ranks had received a good dose. 

" This is a go ! " exclaimed Wingate, with his nose 
elevated at an angle of forty-five degrees. 

" Lucky we have extra clothing at camp," put in Le 
Roy, who had not escaped the perfume. 

"Did he pepper the whole of us?" asked Robbins, 
who being in the rear had not been hit; but the air 
was so fragrant that he was really uncertain whether he 
had been touched or not. 

" How in thunder are we going to find out?" queried 
Smith, who had laughed until his sides ached. 

"We must separate," answered Claude. "I have 
not the slightest doubt in regard to mj'self. Any other 
fellow " — he could hardly speak from laughter — "who 
was introduced to Professor Skunk will come out here 
with me ; " and he retreated a few rods toward the lake. 
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Maynard, Wingate, and St. Clair followed him. 

The four last mentioned were the heroes in the fight. 
They had stood in the front rank and had received a 
bountiful supply of the essence. But they didn't care 
to brag over their bravery. 

" It's of no use, fellows ! " exclaimed Adams, djs- 
gusted ; " we are all scented, and the sooner we get to 
camp and change our duds, the better." 

''How the guides will roar," said Le Roy; ''for 
gracious sake, don't tell them we mistook it for a 
rabbit." 

" I should have thought you would have known better, 
Claude," growled Robbins. 

" How should I know?" protested the leader of the 
part}' ; " I never saw a skunk before." 

" Nor did you this time," put in Maynard, facetiously. 
"You saw him behind l^^ and he chuckled at his own 
wit. 

" We are the strongest crowd, I ever saw," said St. 
Clair, as he moved about, trying to evade the obnoxious 
odor. " I believe we could whip a regiment of wild- 
cats." 

" Well, let us put for the boats, fellows," urged Smith ; 
" if a team should happen along now and anybody see 
us, we should only be a laughing-stock for them." 

The last speaker's advice was taken, and they hurried 
back to the boats. 

The wind, which had been very light when they left 
the island, had now increased to a wholesale breeze. 
Great rollers, their crests white with foam, were break- 
ing upon the sands with an angry roar. Up the Arm 
as far as the eye could see the white caps tumbled over 
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each other, and it was evident to the party that a tough 
sea was running in the vicinity of Spirit Island. The 
trees all about them bent low to the gale, which 
whistled as if Old Nick was at the bellows. 

The boys turned their boats over, then stopped a 
moment and took a look at the disturbed waters. It 
was the first really rough day they had seen, and 
although none of them were exactly afraid they were all 
conscious that a hard pull was before them. 

In such a north-west gale as was now blowing, the 
roughest place on the lake where they were encamped 
was from Bailey's Point to Hardscrabble. To reach 
their landing on the island they had to pull over at 
least half of this space, and it was no wonder that they 
didn't relish the job. 

" By gracious ! " exclaimed Claude, as he took in the 
situation ; *' we are going to have a tough time of it. 
The lake is feather white." 

" We shall get Well aired, at any rate," grinned May- 
nard. 

" And well wet, I take it," added Robbins. 

" We shall have to be careful getting these boats off, 
or they will be swamped," said St. Clair, who was the 
best boatman among them. 

" That is so," agreed Claude ; " off with your boots 
and stockings, fellows ! " 

The boys bared their feet, and rolled their pants up 
to their knees. Each crew picked up the boat they 
belonged to, and turning them bow to the water, they 
waded out a few yards, and then floated the boats. 
Each craft was steadied from the stern by the steersman, 
while the rowers climbed in and took their seats. As 
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they gave way at the oars, the fellow with the paddle 
jumped in over the stern, taking his accustomed place. 
. They made the start without accident, although all 
the boats took in more or less water over the bow. As 
they moved up the Arm they found the wind stronger 
and the sea higher. They pulled with all their might, 
and yet they made scarcely any headway. One moment 
the boats would rise on a huge roller, until it seemed to 
the excited crews that they were trying to go to the sky ; 
the next they would plunge into an abyss, that appeared 
ready to engulf them. It was not fun now, but hard 
work, and the young oarsmen strained every muscle in 
their strokes. 

They were an hour in reaching Bailey's Point, and 
off of that sand-spit their real battle commenced, for the 
wind had a sweep across the entire lake, and huge bil- 
lows chased each other with savage exultation, rolling 
down on them in a manner that threatened to swamp 
them. 

" Pull hard, fellows ! " yelled Claude, as they slowly 
passed the point, at a safe distance from it ; " we're good 
for it if we keep a stiff upper lip. Don't lose a single 
stroke." 

In spite of this advice, however, many strokes were 
missed in each boat, as it was extremely difficult with 
the heavy sea running to pull a regular stroke, and more 
crabbing was done in the next half mile than in all 
their rowing since reaching the lakes. 

Every few minutes they were drenched with spray, 
for in order to make their landing they were compelled 
to steer a little quartering, and although the helmsmen, 
with the paddles, did their best, a wave would break 
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every little while in such a manner as to flood the boats 
with water, and at such times the fellow at the stern 
would drop the paddle and bail for life. 

Surely and slowly the boats battled with the waves 
and wind, and after a severe struggle gained the lee of 
the island, where the water was much smoother. A 
few moments more suflEiced to take them to the landing, 
and the boys once more stood on the solid earth, after 
three hours of hard work. 

The boats were taken out in the usual careful manner, 
and, tired out and with blistered hands, the boys marched 
sheepishly up to camp. 

The thorough drenching they had received, together 
with the gale, had done something to remove the scent 
from them, but still it was too strong to be pleasant, 
and they desired to change their clothes with as little 
delay as possible. Any of them would willingly have 
given ten dollars if they could have avoided meeting 
the guides at this particular time. But it was no use. 
It had been an unlucky Friday to them, if to no one 
else, and they had to put up with " the last pound, that 
broke the camel's back." 

Not expecting the boys back so early, George and 
Frank had been indulging in a nap in the store tent ; 
but the crackling of bushes, and the voices of the boys, . 
awoke them, and they met their young employes just as 
they reached their own tent. 

The guides began to snjflf, and then to laugh, and 
although the boys didn't see any fun in the affair the 
laughter was contagious, aud they joined in with them. 

"Been after skunk's-oil ? " queried George, roaring 
with all his might. 
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" No," said Robbins, moodily, for he didn't relish tlie 
chaff. 

" Thought, by the smell," said Frank, " that you'd 
captured a whole family." 

" The fact is," said Claude, who was too much of a 
gentleman not to be willing to take the blame he de- 
served, " I saw a skunk and thought it was a rabbit, 
and the boys would not have been in this plight if it 
hadn't been for me." 

"Think you would know a skunk, now?" asked 
George, with another grin. 

" Well, I doubt if I should," owned Claude, frankly. 
" I didn't see him but a moment before I fired, but I 
smelt a good deal of him." 

" Did you kill him? " questioned Frank. 

" Did not stop to find out. I was in a hurry about 
that time." 

" I suppose so," roared George. 

" But what are we going to do with our clothes?" 

" Oh, take them off, and bury them in the sand, and 
in a day or two the scent will be all out of them." 

'' Are you in earnest?" 

''Yes, if s a fact." 

" Then we can wear them again ? " 

" Certainly. Bury them down on the beach to-night, 
and Monday they'll be as sweet as ever they were." 

The boys took the advice of George, and, after 
changing their clothing, took their scented suits, and, 
digging holes in the beach, buried them in the sand. 

The guides now proceeded to get dinner, and about 
six o'clock it was ready. The adventures of the day 
had given the boys a rabid appetite, and they enjoyed 
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the meal better than any they had eaten since their 
first one at* the Arm. After supper was over they 
gathered around the camp-fire, and reviewed the day's 
doings, laughing until they were actually sore at the 
*' cologne bath," as Maynard declared it, that they had 
taken. 

Before turning in they had determined, if Saturday 
morning proved pleasant, to visit the Upper Dam, 
accompanied by the guides, and take dinner at the 
camp there, instead of carrying their lunch with 
them. 

George had suggested that it was rather a long pull 
for them, up and back in a day, but the boys declared 
they could do it easily, unless they should be caught in 
another heavy blow; and Claude proposed to the 
guides that they should rise early, and take their break- 
fast first, and then call the boys and have their breakfast 
ready at six. This would enable them to get away 
earlier. 

Saturday morning was pleasant as one could wish, 
and by half-past seven the boats left the island. 

They pulled up to the Narrows without incident, the 
guides taking the lead. 

Since the arrival of the party at the lakes the water 
haji been falling at the rate of about two inches a day, 
and as they entered the mouth of the Narrows they 
noticed quite a number of rocks sticking out of the 
water. Looking about them more carefully, they found 
they were in a regular "Devil's Hop Bed," and they 
slowed their stroke somewhat. 

" What a hole this is ! " cried Claude, as he thumped 
his oar against the rocks. 
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*' It is confounded rocky," answered St. Clair, " and 
the water is not very deep either." 

But the rocky place did not extend any great distance, 
and the boys were soon past it, and in good water. 
They had all brought guns and fishing-tackle with them, 
and on their way up they shot three ducks, shelldrake, 
and fired several pounds of shot at a loon, that was so 
much ammunition wasted, for they did not hit him. 

Above Metalic Point the boats formed in line. Frank 
and George had the Fairy on their port side, and the 
Go Ahead on the starboard, the Water Witch being on 
the outside, also to starboard. There was just distance 
enough between the boats to allow of rowing without 
interfering or fouling with each other. This arrange- 
ment was made to enable the boys to converse with the 
guides easier, no attempt being made at racing, and 
the bows of the boats were kept even with each other, 
the rowers pulling a long, easy stroke. 

About half way across the lake the boys passed 
between two islands. 

''Are there any names to those islands?" asked 
Claude, looking at George, who pulled the bow oar in 
the guide's boat. 

" Yes. The one on your right is Half Moon Island, 
the one on the left is Ship Island. 

"What place is that?" inquired Maynard of Frank, 
nodding his head toward the shore on his left. 

" That building you see is Whitney's -Camp^. It sets 
at the mouth of Mosquito Brook; There is good 
fishing about there." 

" We will go in and take a look at the place some 
day," said Wingate. 
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" I see something in the water," cried Adams, " off 
the upper end of Ship Island. An old log, I guess." 

" No," replied George, taking a look in the direc- 
tion indicated, — " that is Gull Rock." 

" Why is it called Gull Rock ? " 

*' I don't know of any reason unless it is because so 
many gulls light on it. You can't pass it more than 
once in a dozen times without seeing a gull on it." 

" I did not suppose there were gulls on these lakes. 
I thought they always stuck to salt water." 

"There are gulls here all summer. Some gentle- 
men who have 'been up here say they visit the salt 
water once in twenty-four hours; but I don't believe 
it." 

''Nor I, either." 

" What are those camps ahead ? " inquired Foster. 

" That is Betton's camp," returned Frank. " Owned 
by some Philadelphia gentlemen. They call it Camp 
Bellevue." 

" It's a nice-looking place." 

" Yes, it's the best camp on the lake, and commands 
a beautiful view. It is fixed up first-rate inside." 

" Is there any one in it now ? " 

" Yes, some of the gentlemen are down here. Don't 
you see the flag flying from the camp ? " 

" Oh, yes." 

When the boats were off* Camp Bellevue the guides 
told the boys to bear away to port to avoid a rocky 
point that run out from the shore just above the camp. 
The lake also made quite a turn here, and as George 
and Frank were going to tlie upper landing the course 
-Was changed from north to north-west. 
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As the little fleet sailed along the shore the gentle- 
men at the camp examined the boats with a spy-glass. 

As they passed the camp, not a great distance from 
the shorey the boys had a good look at it, and examined 
it carefully. 

There were three buildings. The camp proper sat 
end to the lake, and had a piazza in front of it. This 
was the largest of the three buildings, and was a story 
and a half high. It was built of logs from the bottom 
to the eaves ; above them the roof rose to a pitch. On 
the front end, above the piazza, the building was clap- 
boarded, and the whole was painted white, giving it a 
very neat appearance. To the left of the main camp 
were a store-room and kitchen, and beyond this a boat- 
house. The grounds around the camp were just as 
nature had made them, no improvements having been 
attempted except cutting down a few trees. 

The boats swept along the shore, passed the mouth 
of the river, and the crews landed just above in a place 
where the shore made a little bend inward, almost 
forming a cove. It was rough and rocky, rather a poor 
place to land, and to ensure the safety of the boats they 
were taken some way out of the water. Then the 
whole party started for the dam, about half a mile dis- 
tant from the shore. They struck through the woods 
for a few rods, coming out on a wood road that was 
laid in corduroy. Half-way to the camp the corduroy 
gave out, the road being built over higher ground. 
Reaching the camps the party stepped in and ordered 
dinner, then went down to the dam to fish, where they 
stopped until meal-time. In the afternoon they tried 
the fishing at the mouth of the river a short time, and 
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then pulled back to Spirit Island. While at the Upper 
Dam, they n>et with some of the party who had come 
up the last Sunday. One of these men informed them 
that they were going home the next day, and that the 
teams would be at the Arm of the lake to meet them at 
noon. The boys determined to avail themselves of this 
opportunity to send out letters. 

They reached their camp without any trouble about 
six o'clock, and found, in weighing their fish, that they 
had caught twelve pounds. The boys were quite weary 
after their day's work, and retired early. 

Sunday morning, after breakfast, paper and pencils 
were in demand, and every member of the party wrote 
one or more letters home. About eleven o'clock the 
boat containing the party going out passed the island, 
and the boys launched their boats, and pulled down to 
the Arm accompanied by the guides. 

Mr. Thomas had come in with the team, and he had 
a lot of mail matter for them, that was eagerly sought 
after. The boys gave him their letters, and then re- 
turned to the island, spending the rest of the day in 
reading and conversation. Around the camp-fire that 
evening it was determined to pull up stakes after break- 
fast the next morning, and move their camp to the Mid- 
dle Dam, all hands concluding that it would be best to 
pitch their tents near the Middle Dam Camp. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

TENTING AT THE MIDDLE DAM. 

Monday morning dawned pleasantly, and the boys 
were up early, and by seven o'clock the entire party 
had breakfasted. The tents were struck, and, with the 
provisions, loaded in the guides' boats. A last look 
was taken around the camp to see that nothing had 
been left behind, and at half-past eight they moved 
away from the island, firing a salute of nine guns in its 
honor. 

Three-quarters of an hour of leisure rowing brought 
them to the head of the run in front of the Middle 
Dam Camp, and the party went on shore. The boys 
lifted out their boats, and then assisted the guides with 
the tents and luggage, helping them carry it up to 
camp. 

A spot to pitch the tents on was selected a few rods 
south of the Angler's Retreat towards the Dam, and 
but a few steps from the path leading down to it. By 
noon the tents had been set up, and the camp put to 
rights. The arrangements for cooking had also been 
properly attended to, and at one o'clock the boys sat 
down to a good dinner. Here they were enabled to 
get all the fresh milk they wanted, as the Middle Dam 
Camp supported a cow, and the boys all declared it was 
a big improvement over the condensed milk which they 
had been using. 
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After dinner they went down to the lake and built a 
little landing for their boats. As they had eaten the 
last of their trout for dinner the remainder of the day 
was spent in fishing ; but with rather poor success, as 
only a few trout were taken. 

Around the camp-fire that evening a plan for a 
steamboat excursion was talked over, and as the next 
day, Tuesday, was boat-day on the Umbagog, the boys 
finally decided that they would start early the next 
morning, when the team went across the carry, and ac- 
company it, George going with them, while Frank 
stopped behind to look after the tent, stores, and boats. 

It was five miles across the carry road to a place 
called Cedar Stump, on the Androscoggin river. At 
this point passengers embarked in row-boats, going 
down to the big inlet, as it is called, where the river 
empties into Lake Umbagog. The steamer called here 
for passengers on its w_ay to the Magalloway river. 

The road was so bad that no passengers could ride, 
the team being merely for the carrying of baggage and 
freight. It was a four-wheeled vehicle, built in the 
rudest manner, and was drawn by one horse, who re- 
joiced under the name of Bonney. 

The team generally left the camp by half-past six in 
the morning, and was driven by the superintendent of 
the camp, Aldana Brooks, who was smart and active, 
and run the camp in good shape. 

Accordingly, on Tuesday morning, the boys were 
called at half-past five, and at six they sat down to 
breakfast. When the team started, they were ready, 
and with George tramped along behind it. All of them 
carried either guns or fifehing-tackl^^^i^n their way 
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back they intended to add to their larder if they had a 
chance. 

They found the road rough and muddy, and Claude 
declared it was a second edition of the lake road from 
Andover, only one could not have half as much fun on 
it, because there was no buckboard to ride on. 

The road, starting from behind the camp, led back 
into the woods, and ran generally near the river, on the 
right-hand side. At Forest Lodge, a camp about half- 
way across the carry, they stopped and took a look at 
the river, which is very picturesque at this point. A 
short distance beyond this camp another has since been 
built, known as the Oxford Club Camp. 

Between the Middle Dam Camp and the Cedar Stump 
are some excellent places for fishing along the river, 
and at these the boys intended to try their luck on their 
return. Among the resorts are the pond in the river, 
about half a mile from the Middle Dam Camp, Smooth 
Ledge, three miles distant, the Hop Yard, three and a 
half miles distant, and the Cold Spring, which is on the 
left bank of the river, a short distance above the ' ' Stump." 

Leaving the clearing at Forest Lodge the boys walked 
along, the road winding through thick woods again. 
Occasionally they passed some old camp, where the 
river-drivers had lived, when on the drive last spring. 

" Does all the lumber cut above here come down this 
river, George ? " asked Wingate. 

"Yes. It is all run through the Middle Dam, then 
down the river to Lake Umbagog, across that to the 
Androscoggin river again, down that to the Errol Dam, . 
where it goes through on its way to Auburn and Lewis- 
ton. The Errol Dam is the last or lower dam that 
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controls the water of the lakes, for lumbering purposes. 
We shall go down to it on the steamer this morning, 
and you will have time to go on shore a few min- 
utes." 

Reaching the landing on the bank of the river the 
boys embarked in two old bateaux, that were pulled by 
George and Aldana. The current where they started 
was very swift, there being heavy rapids above. It was a 
mile and a half down to the inlet, and aided by the cur- 
rent they soon reached it. Half way down they passed 
between two old piers that once supported a bridge, that 
was a part of the old road from Upton to the Magalloway 
Settlement ; but the road has not been used by the 
public for years, and is now grown over in many places ; 
it is occasionally travelled by some hunters or trappers, 
and sometimes the Upton guides use it when going from 
the Middle Dam to their homes. 

The country in sight of the river is wild, savage, and 
mountainous, and the boys were struck by its appear- 
ance. Along the banks most of the trees had been 
killed by the high water in the spring, and the soil being 
washed away from their roots they had fallen in every 
shape, presenting to a pedestrian an almost impassable 
barrier. Sometimes they passed pieces of low, flat land, 
where the water had flown back for half a mile, killing 
all the trees, and leaving a barren waste. 

" This is the wildest country I ever saw," remarked 
Claude, as tlie boats drew up at a little floating wharf, 
built of logs at the mouth of the inlet. " I would not 
have believed it was possible to find such a place within 
twenty-four hours* ride of Boston." 

" Oh, this is nothing ! " answered George. *' If you 
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want to see a wild country you should go up to Parma- 
chenee Lake." 

'* We will another year," said St. Clair. 

" There comes the steamer," cried Brooks, who had 
been looking for the boat. 

" She's a rusher, isn't she?" said Le Roy. 

" A pretty good-sized boat," replied Brooks. 

The steamer Diamond, that was now approaching the 
inlet, was a side-wheeler, about seventy-five feet long 
and forty feet wide, with a sharp bow and round stern. 
She was nearly flat on the bottom, and did not draw 
over thirty inches of water. Her deck projected some 
three or four feet over the hull on each side. A house 
commenced about one-third of the way from the bow, 
and extended aft, nearly the whole length, leaving only 
a narrow passage at the stern between the cabin and 
the rail, which took the place of bulwarks. The cabin, 
a good-sized apartment, was in the after-part of the 
boat. The engine and fire-room were amidship, the 
boiler being down on the bottom of the hull. There 
was a passage-way between the cabin and the engine- 
room, and from the centre of this a companion-way led 
to the hurricane deck above, where the wheelhouse was 
also situated. . On the starboard side of the boat a pas- 
sage-way led through the engine-room to the cabin. 
The boiler and engine were horizontal, of about forty- 
horse power. The forward lower deck, which ser\'ed 
as a standing-room, was quite large, and horses, and 
wagons, and oxen were often transported on the boat. 
A section of the rail on each side of the standing- 
room was made so as to lift out, to give horses and 
oxen a chance to get on. When the boat was under 
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way these pieces of rail were bolted firmly to their 
places. There was a flag-pole at the bow and stern 
of the boat, so that bunting could be spread when tlie 
captain desired. 

The crew were not very numerous, and consisted of 
the captain, James R. Temiey, and the engineer, Chris- 
topher Curley, Esq., a good-natured son of the Smerald 
Isle, whose brogue would have betrayed him anywhere. 
He was more generally known as Chris, and as Chris 
he will figure in this story. 

The boat came up to the wharf puffing lik6 some 
huge rhinoceros, and, when within a few feet of it, the 
engine was stopped and her speed slackened. 

The captain now stepped out of the wheel-house, to 
give what orders he deemed necessary, and the engineer, 
with a boat-hook in his hands, stepped to the starboard 
bow, which was next the wharf. 

" Look out for her, Chris," cried the captain ; '' fend 
her oflT." 

'* And sure she's coming up like a leddy. She'll not 
strike hard enough to smash an ^%%^^^ 

"What made you late?" asked Brooks, addressing 
the captain. 

*' We aint late ; you're ahead of time." 

"Where the divil did ye all come from, byes.?" in- 
quired the Milesian, as the boat touched the wharf. 

" Right from ould Ireland, sure," said Maynard, 
imitating the engineer's brogue. 

" It's jokin' ye are ; faix, I don't swallow that." 

"Well, then," said Claude, "we belong in Boston; 
but we have just come from the Middle Dam." 
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"Boston byes, are ye?" returned Chris. *' Sure 
that's a foine city ; I've been there mesilf." 

" Where did you stop ? " queried Robbins, laughing, — 
'* in the station-house." 

" Bedad I not much ! I stopped at the Revere.' 

''That's too thin," said Robbins, and the boys all 
roared. 

" Come, Chris, get that stuff out," said the captain, 
" we don't want to stop here all day." 

" All right, captain. Here's a barrel and a box for 
you, Dane ; look out for 'em ; " and the engineer tossed 
them out on the wharf. 

"Any letters?" asked Aldana of the captain, as 
Chris took the boat-hook and shoved off the bow. 

" Not this trip. The folks forgot to write," answered 
the captain with a laugh, as he went into the wheel- 
house and struck the bell. 

Chris started for the engine, turned on the steam, the 
wheels began to revolve, and the boat backed off a 
short distance, then turned, and stood out into the lake. 

"This is gay, fellows," said Claude, as the boat 
moved ahead, increasing its speed until it run about 
eight miles an hour. 

" Gay and festive," returned St. Clair ; " but let's go 
over the boat and see what she looks like."* 

The boys accordingly started on a tour of inspection, 
looking over the engine-room and machinery, peeping 
into the cabin ; then ascended the steps to the hurricane 
deck, making their way to the wheel-house, where they 
plied the captain with questions for a half an hour, 
and then went down to the standing-room, where they 
found George talking with the engineer. 
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" You were not crowded with passengers? " remarked 
Claude to the engineer as the boys walked forward. 

" That's so ; divil a one did we have but yerselves. 
There isn't many people at the Umbagog House just 
now \ about twenty went away on the stage this morn- 
ing. But there'll be a lot more in a day or two, they're 
comin* and goin' all the time." 

" Where's the Umbagog House?" asked Foster. 

" Down to Upton. The boat lies up there over 
night." 

" Oh, yes, I remember now of hearing George speak 
of it." 

In crossing the lake the boys had a splendid view of 
some of the finest mountains in the vicinity, including 
Aziscohos, Speckled, Saddleback, and the White Moun- 
tains. 

The scenery was beautiful, and they enjoyed it thor- 
oughly. When they reached the outlet they were 
astonished at the crooks and turns of the river. As the 
boat glided down the river George called their atten- 
tion to the low banks that had once been wooded, 
making two romantic-looking points, extending into the 
lake some distance. He also pointed out Moll's Rock 
and Moil's Carry, a path across one of the points 
spoken of above, cutting off several miles' distance to 
those going from the lake down to Errol or up the 
Magalloway. In June and July these two points are all 
under water, and the steamer runs across the water that 
covers Moll's Carry, availing itself of the short cut. 

" There's the Magalloway, boys," cried George, as 
they passed the mouth of a stream on the starboard side, 
about a mile from the lake. 
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" We are going by it," said Smith, who was expect- 
ing the boat to turn. 

" Yes," said Chris, who had come out on deck, 
" we're goin' to Errol Dam now to see if we've any 
passengers, and ye'U have a chance to see the Dam." 

" How long do you stop there ? " 

" Only a few minutes ; then we come back here, and 
go up the Magalloway." 

" How far is it from the Lake to Errol Dam? " asked 
Claude. 

" Four miles," answered George. 

" And how far from the mouth of the Magalloway to 
the steamboat landing? " queried St. Clair. 

"Eight miles," returned Chris; "and sure if s the 
crookedest river ye iver saw in yer life." 

The part of the Androscoggin where they were now 
sailing was about eighty feet wide, and had quite a 
rapid current. The banks rose to a height of from two 
to six feet, and were both thickly wooded. The growth 
embraced trees of nearly every variety, indigenous to the 
woods of Maine, and many of them, instead of standing 
straight, slanted over the water, in which they were 
reflected with startling fidelity. Some of the older ones 
were dressed in festoons of moss, giving them a most 
romantic appearance, and furnishing abundant feed to 
the numerous herds of caribou that roam through these 
woods in the fall and winter. Occasionally an old pine 
might be seen shooting up a hundred feet or more, its 
dead trunk and bare limbs in marked contrast to the 
dark spruce or light birch by which it was surrounded. 
Along this picturesque stream the boat made her way, 
sometimes going so near the bank as to brush the trees 
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with the paddle-box, and to cause an exclamation from 
the boys, who might easily have jumped on shore in 
si^ch places. 

At ten o'clock they tied up to a floating wharf a few 
rods above the Dam, similar in construction to the one 
at the inlet on the other side of the lake, and the boys 
rushed on shore, and down to the Dam to take a look 
at it. They found it but very little different from the 
Middle Dam, except it was larger. There was quite a 
clearing here, with several buildings that belonged to 
the Lumbering Company. One of them was used as a 
boarding-house and hotel ; but the following winter it 
was burned, and now a new and much handsomer 
house occupies its site. A carriage-road led from the 
Dam down to the main road, a mile distant. At this 
point the river is crossed by a wooden bridge, covered, 
and substantially built. Across the bridge, on the 
south bank of the river, is Bragg's Hotel, a noted resort 
for sportsmen. 

After inspecting the dam and buildings the boys 
returned to the boat, and found a party of five gentle- 
men and four ladies, who had come from the Parsons' 
House in Colebrook, and who were on their way to the 
Berlin Mills' House in the Lower Magalloway Settle- 
ment, to spend a couple of weeks. There was also 
another gentlemen on the boat, a thick-set, middle- 
aged man, who was very pleasant, and to whom the 
boys took a great liking. Chris politely informed them 
that it was Lewis Brown, Esq., of Portland, the genial 
agent of the Berlin Mills Company, and also one' of the 
owners of large tracts of land in the lake region. 

The baggage and freight were taken onr board, the 
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fasts were cast off, and with a shrill whistle as a parting 
salute the boat steamed up the river. 

The boys were soon on good terms with the other 
passengers, for in this wild region people soon get 
acquainted, and learned from one of the gentlemen of 
the party that they had come through the celebrated 
Dixville Notch, and stopped there long enough to see 
the Profile, and to visit Table Rock, the Snow Cave, the 
Flume, the Cascades, and other wonders of that wild 
and romantic mountain pass. 

Claude was very much interested in the gentlemen's 
vivid descriptions of the beautiful scenery, and made up 
his mind that another year he would include Dixville 
Notch in his trip. 

Mr. Bjown asked Maynard where the boys were 
going, and that young gentleman told him, and also 
gave him a condensed sketch of their trip thus far. 

St. Clair had" devoted himself to the youngest lady 
in the party, a miss of seventeen, from Brooklyn, New 
York. Her name was Violet De Ruyter, and from the 
assiduity with which the gallant young Bostonian 
waited upon her it was evident that his was a case of 
love at first sight; in fact the young gentleman was 
" smashed." The rest of the party isoon saw how the land • 
laid in that quarter, and many were the winks and 
meaning smiles that passed between the other boys 
when they noticed him. 

The boat had now reached the Magalloway, and 
turning to port began to steam up that serpentine 
stream. 

" Now look out for ducks ! " said Chris, approaching a 
little knot of the boys who had gathered on the forward 
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deck. " Whin we go round these bends in the river is 
the place to take 'em." 

Several of the boys, and two of the gentlemen in the 
party who had loaded guns, now kept a sharp lookout 
forward. 

A few moments later the boat turned a sharp point, 
and a flock of six arose from the water. 

*' There they are,** cried Chris, excitedly; "give it to 
em. 

All hands fired, and three birds dropped. They 
never moved after striking the water. 

. " Dead as a door-nail,*' said the engineer ; " faix, 
that was a good shot. Shan't we stop her, cap'n, and 
pick *em up?" 

" Yes, if you'll be quick about it" 

The engineer turned off the steam, and George and 
Foster jumped into the small boat, towing behind the 
steamer, and paddled out and picked them up. As 
soon as they returned the boat moved on. 

They passed a small brook on the west side of the 
river, which George told them was Bottle Brook. It 
is an excellent place for trout. 

"Did yees mind that little shanty?" asked Chris, 
*' that set near the brook ? " 

" I did," replied Adams. 

"It's a queer family lives there. A young fellow, 
about nineteen, married an old Injun squaw about 
sixty ; what do yer think of that? " 

" He could not amount to much. Was he a white 
man ? '* queried Claude. 

"Faith, he was, and a Yankee too. But people 
about here say the squaw is the smartest of the two." 
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"You told the truth about this river, Chris," said 
Maynard ; " it beats a snake for turning and twisting/' 

" Yer right — it doos. As thrue as I am spakin' to 
you, there's places on the river where you sail six miles, 
and you would only go a mile on shore in the road to 
reach the same point. 'Crooked as the Magalloway' 
has become one of the sayings in these parts." 

The boat now reached a part of the river where were 
clearings on each side, and Mr. Brown informed them 
that they were approaching the lower Magalloway 
Settlement. A half hour later and the boat swung 
around and headed into the shore near a wood-pile, 
which proved to be the landing. It was on the right- 
hand side of the river going up. A large wagon, with 
a pair of horses attached, stood near the landing. The 
team belonged to the Berlin Mills House, and had come 
down to take the passengers to the hotel. But the team 
would only carry eight beside the driver, and there were 
twenty to go. Accordingly the ladies were given seats 
first, then the four elderly gentlemen took the remaining 
four seats. The young gentleman in the New York 
party, Mr. Phillip De Ruyter, stopped at the landing 
with Mr. Brown and the boys. The driver was to 
return with sufficient accommodation to carry the 
remainder of the passengers*. 

It was only two miles to the house, and the teams 
would be back in half an hour. While the boys were 
waiting they climbed a high hill near the steamer-land- 
ing, and obtained a good view up and down the valley. 
A short distance to the north-west Mt. Dustan lifted its 
dark crowned summit to the clouds, and beyond this, 
the wild and singular Diamond Peaks, with their gro 
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fescue shapes, stood out in bold relief, awakening the 
curiosity of the gazers. The river could also be traced 
in its sinuous windings for several miles. 

The place where the boat landed was Wentworth's 
Location in the State of ^ew Hampshire, and the boys 
thought it a very pretty settlement. 

The road from the steamer-landing to the hotel is an 
excellent one, and very pleasant to drive over in sum- 
mer, commanding, as it does, some of the finest views in 
that region. 

In about forty minutes the double team returned, 
accompanied by a single two-seated wagon, and, as 
George had walked, there was plenty of room for all 
without crowding. St. Clair, De Ruyter, and Mr. 
Brown took seats in the single team, and the rest went 
in the double one. They soon reached the hotel stand- 
ing near the river, and facing west. The other party 
were on the piazza, and greeted them pleasantly when 
they drove up. By the time they had made a hasty toi- 
let, dinner was announced, and the entire company sat 
down to the table in excellent humor. 

St. Clair managed to get a seat next to Miss De Ruy- 
ter, and it is needless to say that the young lady did not 
want for anything that was on the table. 

After the meal was over the boys held a talk, and 
finally concluded that they would not go back that 
day, but would wait until the boat came up on Thurs- 
day. St. Qair favored this idea strongly, and the boys 
laughed meaningly. 

"What are we going to do here, this afternoon?" 
asked Adams. 

" Go fishing," said Maynard. 
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"Where?" 

" To tell you the truth, I don't know ; but I suppose 
George can tell us." 

" What is it?" asked George, who caught the sound 
of his name. 

" Where can we get some trout about here ? " queried 
Maynard. 

" Over to the Swift Diamond, I guess. We'll try it 
this afternoon, if you say so." 

" How many want to go ? " and Maynard looked 
around on the boys. 

They all proffered their willingness to go, only Claude 
decided to take his sketch-book with him instead of his 
fishing-rod. 

"I say, Maynard," cried Foster, with a grin, "why 
don't you ask St. Clair?" 

" You might as well ask a dead man. Don't you see 
him out there buzzing that De Ruyter girl as if his life 
depended on it ? " 

" Hush ! " said Adams, wamingly ; " here comes her 
brother." 

"Well, fellows, where are you going this after- 
noon?" inquired De Ruyter, as he joined them. 

" We have about concluded to go up to the Swift Dia- 
mond, and try our luck with the trout," answered May- 
nard ; " and we should be pleased to have you go with 
us, if you have nothing better to do." 

"I don't feel much like fishing to-day; but I will 
take my gun and go along with you, — I may get a shot 
at some birds." 

George now went to the landlord, and engaged three 
boats, and the boys, with their rods and other things, 
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went down to the river, a short distance from the house. 
They were soon afloat, and pulling up the river. It 
was as crooked above the hotel as it had been be- 
low it, and as the boys pulled along it made them laugh 
to find the same mountain first on their right, then on 
their left, then before and behind them. 

" What is that high mountain, George, that dances 
about so ? " asked Claude. 

" That* s Aziscohos, the highest mountain there is 
about here. The back side of it runs almost down to 
the Richardson Lakes. Don't you remember, seeing it 
that day we went to the Upper Dam ? " 

" Did it lie way off* to the left of where we landed, 
nearly to the head of the lake?" 

"Yes." 

" I remember it, then ; and there was another one 
north of it, a round-topped peak." 

" The other one was Mt. Observatory ; you can't see 
it from here." 

When they reached the Diamond, Claude and De 
Ruyter went on shore, to take a stroll. The rest of the 
boys, with George, stopped in the boats, or near the 
mouth of the river, to fish. The day was very warm, 
and not favorable for trout-fishing ; but at five o'clock, 
when Claude and De Ruyter returned, the fishermen 
had taken about fifteen pounds of trout, mostly small 
fish, the largest not weighing over half a pound. De 
Ruyter had shot three partridges, and, on the whole, 
the boys were well satisfied with their afternoon's 
work. 

Claude had made a very pretty sketch of a reach of 
rapid water, about half a mile up the stream, and in the 
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foreground De Ruyter stood on a ledge, aiming at an 
eagle on the opposite side of the river. 

" How did you find the walking in the woods ? " asked 
Maynard of Claude, as the boats started on the return. 

" Rather hard. We followed along on the bank of 
the Diamond, and went up, I should judge, about half a 
mile. It was very rough in some places." 

On reaching the hotel the boys were met on the 
piazza by St. Clair, who told them that the older peo- 
ple had been planning to make an excursion to the sum- 
mit of Aziscohos Mountain the next day, and invited 
the young folks to go with them. 
J "Is Miss De Ruyter going?" asked Robbins, mali- 
ciously. 

"I suppose she is," returned St. Clair, reddening 
under the gaze of his friends. 

" Then of course you go ? " said Robbins. 
, "Yes, I think I shall." 

" I thought you did not like to climb mountains," 
grinned Adams. 

" I don't, as a general thing ; but this is the highest 
mountain in the whole region." 

" Circumstances alter cases," put in Maynard, mean- 
ingly. 

" Oh, pshaw, fellows, what is the use of bantering 
him so? " cried Claude. " Let him enjoy Miss De Ruy- 
ter's company, if he can. She is a pretty girl, and the 
rest of you are jealous, I suppose, because he monopo- 
lizes so much of her time." 

" I move we go," said Le Roy. " I should like to 
' do ' the mountain first-rate. How do they propose to 
make the excursion, St. Clair?" 
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" Ride in teams from the hotel as far up the mountain 
as the horses can go. You follow the regular road to 
the Upper Settlement, then a wood road to within 
about a mile of the top of the mountain. There the 
teams are left, and the rest of the way you walk. It 
will take all day." 

" And be a very pleasant trip, I have no doubt," 
added Claude. " I think I will go with you." 

'' So say we all of us," cried Wingate. 

'' Whafs up, boys?" queried De Ruyter, coming out 
of the house where he had been showing his game to 
his folks. "You planning to rob some orchard to- 
night?" 

Being but nineteen, he was about Claude's age, and 
fraternized with the Boston party very easily, for he 
found them a very agreeable set of fellows. 

" I don't believe you could find a bushel of apples up 
in this region," replied Claude, laughing. '' We were 
discussing the proposed mountain trip for to-morrow." 

"To the summit of Aziscohos, eh? My sister was 
telling me about it. Are you going? " 

" We had about decided to." 

" I am glad of it. I would not promise father that I 
would go, until I found out what you fellows intended 
to do. It is dull music, travelling with ladies and old 
men. If I come down here another year, I am going 
to get some fellows to come with me." 

"Then you will accompany us to-morrow?" said 
Adams. 

" Yes, and we will have a jolly good time." 

The evening was spent very pleasantly by the party 
at the hotel. After supper they all gathered on tlie 
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piazza, and passed a couple of hours in singing, and 
then drifted into story-telling, whiling aw^y another 
hour, and when ten o'clock came they could scarcely 
believe it was so late. They also had become better 
acquainted, and the picnic on the morrow promised to 
be a success. 

" I do hope it will be pleasant to-morrow," said Miss 
De Ruyter to St. Clair, as the group broke up and dis- 
persed for the night. 

" It will be a great disappointment to me if it is not," 
returned that young gentleman, earnestly. 

The night passed as every night will, although to St. 
Clair, who awoke some dozen times before morning, it 
seemed a century ; and about four o'clock he was up and 
out to see how the weather looked. 

The morning was fair and beautiful, and even the 
laggards of the party were down to the table when 
breakfast was called. 

At half-past seven the teams were brought around in 
front of the hotel, and everybody was in the best of 
spirits. The double wagon that had brought them from 
the boat the day before was filled by Mr. and Mrs. De 
Ruyter, Mr. and Mrs. Peyton, Mr. and Mrs. Markham, 
Mr. John Grayson, the brother of Mrs. De Ruyter, and 
Mr. Brown, whose company on the excursion the boys 
had insisted on having, as they had all taken a great lik- 
ing to him. Mr. Brown had come up to the settlement 
on business ; but the boys had coaxed him so hard to go 
on the excursion, that he finally decided to go to please 
them. Two double and two single seated wagons con- 
veyed the rest of the party. The first double wagon was 
occupied by Miss De Ruyter, her brother, St. Clair and 
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Maynard, with George for driver ; and the other three 
teams were filled by the boys without regard to order, 
they tumbling in pell-mell, as soon as the teams drove 
up to the door. 

Two huge baskets of lunch, with dishes, table- 
cloths, napkins, and otlier et ceteras^ were stowed away 
in tlie bottom of the wagons, for the party were to have 
a picnic dinner on top of the mountain. The gentlemen 
took their overcoats and the ladies their wraps, for it 
was liable to be chilly on the summit. 

It took some time to get everybody and everything in 
place, and it was a few minutes past eight when the 
teams left the hotel. Their way lay up the valley of 
the Magalloway, with the river on their left and moun- 
tains on theii- right, old Aziscohos being the most con- 
spicuous of all. 

As they rode along they had a near view of Mt. 
Dustan, the Diamond Peaks, and Half Moon Mountains, 
which lay west of them across the river. The distance 
to the Upper Settlement was six miles, and on the way 
they passed several farm-houses and a school-house, 
the inmates of which stared at them in open-mouthed 
wonder when they heard the cheers and exclamations 
of the party. 

Before ascending the mountain they drove over to 
the bank of the Magalloway, near the old Wilson place. 
There were some very pretty rapids on the river at 
this point, and one of the drivers, who worked at the 
hotel, told them it was an excellent place for trout 
earlier in the season. Wilson's house stood on the 
north side of the river, and a bridge had formerly 
crossed the stream at this place, but it had been washed 
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away in a freshet. The house was unoccupied, and the 
owner, who had formerly been the proprietor of a grist 
and lumber mill, had moved away. 

The party spent half an hour here in viewing the 
tapids, strolling up the bank of the river some way ; but 
as the flies became troublesome they returned to the 
teams, and the drivers turned toward the mountain. 
They went up through the woods for about half a mile, 
and then left the teams, one of the drivers staying 
behind to look after the horses, while the others assisted 
George in conveying the lunch and other things to the 
summit of the mountain. 

A spotted path wound up through the forest amid a 
cool and refreshing shade, very agreeable to the party, 
as in some places the road was so steep that, it was 
warm work to climb it. Upward and onward they 
made their way, over the obscure trail, the trees grow- 
ing so close to them as to meet overhead. Occasion- 
ally they stopped for the ladies to rest, and at such times 
every one had a few remarks to make about mountain- 
climbing, and tell the wonderful feats they had per- 
formed in that line. Mr. Greyson gave them a humor- 
ous account of his first ascent of Mount Vesuvius, 
which set the whole party into such a gale of laughter 
that they forgot all about their fatigue. After a weary 
tramp through the dense forest they were suddenly 
cheered by the appearance of the sun, whose warm rays 
now reached them through the trees that commenced to 
be scattering, and they came out of the thick under- 
brush over velvety beds of soft, green moss that covered 
the huge masses of granite forming the mountain. 
Many of these blocks were regular in form, and looked 
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as if they had at some time come in contact with a 
stone-cutter's chisel, they appeared so square and 
straight. The quality, however, is rather coarse, and 
the color, nearly white, adds much to the resemblance of 
Mount Washington that Aziscohos takes on when seen 
from the Upper Richardson Lakes. For building pur- 
poses this stone would be of little value. 

Scattered among the moss were thousands of small 
cranberry- vines, which, later in the season, bear snow- 
white berries in great quantities, and of a delicious 
flavor. These cranberries are found on nearly all the 
mountains in this region. Blueberries also grew in 
countless numbers around the top of the mountain, but 
they were not yet ripe. 

Passing the moss-covered rocks the party reached 
the summit of the easterly peak, which is the highest, 
and contains nothing but bare and ragged granite. 
Here they took a look about them. The two peaks of 
the mountains are about a mile apart, and are both bare, 
but on the ridge between them grow a few stunted and 
- scattered trees. With this exception the entire moun- 
tain on all sides is covered with thick forest. 

The wind was very strong and cool on top, and the 
party were glad to invest themselves with the thicker 
clothing they had brought, before paying much attention 
to the landscape. This done, their gaze was riveted by 
the charming views that met them at every turn. 

Standing on the highest peak the eye takes in the 
whole horizon. Southward lies Umbagog Lake and 
the mountains of Grafton Notch ; south-east, the Richard- 
son Lakes, the finest in the entire chain, shut in by the 
Farm Ridge and Sawyer Mountain ; easterly, the Moose- 
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lucmaguntic Lake, with its two large and densely 
wooded islands, is seen, its shores skirted by some fine 
mountains ; a little north of this, and connecting with 
the others, is the Rangeley Lake, with its little town of 
the same name lying on the hillside beyond, and several 
smaller bodies of water, whose names were not known 
to the party. Directly opposite, in a northerly direction. 
Observatory Mountain, with its shapely crest, crowned 
to the summit with the darkest of forest foliage, stands 
like a twin brother, its sides sweeping down to the 
Richardson Ponds, whose waters lave its base. South 
and south-west could be traced the course of tlie beauti- 
ful and romantic Magalloway, which sparkled in the 
sunlight a thread of silver, as it wound its circuitous 
course up through the forest-clad country until lost to 
view under the mountain. Over it could be seen Mount 
Washington and tlie whole chain of the White Mountains 
towering up against the southern sky like some Titanic 
wall to shut out the country beyond them ; westward, 
Mt. Dustan and the Diamond Peaks ; and far beyond 
these, the crumbling walls and sharp pinnacles of Dix- 
ville Notch lent additional beauty to the scene. Far in 
the east Mt. Katahdin towered toward the heavens, the 
monarch of them all, and a noble rival of Mount 
Washington, being but five hundred feet lower. The 
party could plainly discern the great basin of Moosehead 
Lake between them and Katahdin, but were not high 
enough to see the water. 

The day was lovely and most propitious for a moun- 
tain excursion, the air being sharp and clear. Long 
the party feasted their eyes on this lavish painting of 
Nature ; but finally the bracing air of the mountain tops 
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recalled them to the thought of creature comforts, and 
George and the drivers were instructed to find some 
wood and start a fire. A short distance below they 
found an abundance of fuel, and a large fire was soon 
roaring and crackling on the very summit of old Azis- 
cohos. Around this the party gathered, and soon were 
rid of the chill that had crept upon them. 

Dinner was now thought of, and the table-cloths were 
spread on the bare rock. The dishes and food were 
brought forth, and some coffee and tea made over the 
fire. There were no seats, and nothing from which to 
make a table, and the party sipped their coffee or tea, 
and eat their lunch, reclining on the rocks in whatever 
position suited them best. 

" What do you think of the view from here, Mr. De 
Ruyter } " asked Mr. Brown of the older gentleman. 

"It far exceeds anything I had imagined. I have 
made the ascent of Mount Washington twice, but the 
view from its summit will not compare with this. It is 
superb." 

" It is not very fatiguing, either, making this ascent," 
added his wife ; " I should think there would be a great 
many people up here in summer." 

"The place is scarcely known yet," returned Mr. 
Brown. 

" I think we had better start down," said Mr. Grey- 
son, soon after the dinner had been cleared away ; " it is 
half-past two o'clock. 

" So late ? " replied Mf. Peyton ; " then we had better 
move." 

Some of the boys had revolvers with them, and were 
wasting cartridges on the air for the sake of hearing the 
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reports. Mr. Greyson announced to them that they 
must go down. 

" Lefs give three cheers before we go, then," cried 
young De Ruyter ; and jumping on top of a small boulder 
pulled off his hat and shouted, "Three cheers for old 
Mount Aziscohos ! " 

They were given with a will by all the young fellows, 
and even some of the older gentlemen joined with them. 

George and the drivers had already started and were 
a hundred yards in advance. The boys rushed after 
them, leaving the older members of the party to descend 
in a little more leisurely manner. As there were a 
large number of old logs and stones in the path, St. 
Clair considered it a duty to remain behind and assist 
Miss De Ruyter over these obstructions. 

The entire party reached the teams without accident, 
or incident worth relating, and taking the same seats 
they had occupied in the morning they were driven 
back to the hotel, arriving at a few minutes past six, 
and all were unanimous in the opinion that it had been 
one of the most enjoyable days they had ever passed. 

After breakfast the next morning St. Clair met Miss 
De Ruyter on the piazzk. 

" I understand you are going back on the boat this 
afternoon, Mr. St. Clair," said the young lady as she 
returned his greeting. 

" Yes, I am sorry to say we are, I should like to stop 
a week longer. Are you going directly home from 
here?" 

"I don't know. Father talked some about going to 
Newport before we go back ; but I don't know whether 
he will or not." 
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" Do you think you will be down here another 
summer ? " 

" I can't say. I hope so, however, for I like down 
here very much, and I should like to go over to the 
other lakes where your party are camping." 

" I wish you were coming over this summer before 
you go back." 

"So do I. Phil asked father if we could not go 
over there, but he thought we had better stay up 
here." 

Just then Phillip came from in-doors. 

" Mother wants to see you, Violet," he said, and 
nodded to St. Clair. 

'' Excuse me, Mr. St. Clair," said the young lady, as 
she withdrew. 

St. Clair raised his hat and bowed. 

" I tell you what it is, St. Clair, I should like to go 
over to the other lakes with your crowd. I have been 
buzzing father about it, but I can't get him started. 
Mother is afraid of row-boats, and don't want to go. I 
wish there was a steamer on those lakes.'.' 

" So do I," echoed St. Clair.* 

" How long are you going to stop down there ? " 

" Until the last of September." 

" You are a lucky dog ! " 

" I don't know about that, but one thing I do know, 
we have been having a bang-up time." 

" Well, I mean to come down here another year and 
stop longer. Do you think you will be down? " 

* There is now a fine screw steamer on the Richardson Lakes, nicely 
fitted up. It is the best steamer of the four plying on this chain of lakea. 
It was built new in the summer of 1876. 
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" Yes, that is our intention now. We talk of going 
up to Parmachenee Lake." 

"Where is that?" 

" Fifty or sixty miles above here, right in the wilder- 
ness." 

" That would be gay. Why couldn't I join your 
party if you go ? " 

" Perhaps you could. I have no right to give you an 
invitation, although I should like very much to do so. 
But I will speak to the other fellows about it when we 
get home, and let you know the result." 

" Look here, St. Clair. Why can't you come on to 
Brooklyn and see me this winter } I should like to have 
you first-rate. Come and spend Christmas week with 
me, and we will have a jolly good time." 

" I should like to very much, and will if I can arrange 
it," replied St. Clair, with sparkling eyes, thinking what 
pleasure it would give him to meet Miss De Ruyter 
again. 

The two speakers were now joined by the rest of St. 
Clair's friends, who proposed a walk over to Sturdivanfs 
Pond, a short distance from the hotel. 

" We are going to have one more try at the trout 
before we leave here," said Maynard. . 

As Miss De Ruyter had not reappeared St. Clair 
thought best to accompany the party, and went in for 
his fishing-rod. 

The boys walked down the road until they struck 
Sturdivant Brook, then followed it up to the «pond. 
They spent the greater part of the forenoon fishing, and 
returned to the hotel in time to have some of the trout 
cooked for dinner. 
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After dinner two teams drove up to the door, and the 
Boston boys bade farewell to tlieT)e Ruyter party, shook 
hands with Mr. Brown, and drove down to the boat. 

" Remember your promise," shouted Phil De Ruyter 
to St. Clair, as the teams started off. 

" Certainly," he replied j " I will write you after I get 
home." 

Reaching the steamer our young friends were wel- 
comed by the captain and Chris. 

" Well, byes, did yees have a good time ? " asked the 
engineer, as they stepped on board. 

" Faith, and we did that," replied Maynard, mimick- 
ing the good-natured Hibernian. 

" How long before you start, Jim? " queried George. 

" Right away," replied the captain. " We were only 
waiting for your crowd of scallawags ; " and he laughed. 

" Look here, captain," said Robbins, " if you make 
any more remarks derogatory to our dignity we shall 
have you tried, condemned, and executed before you 
start." 

"Phew!" cried the captain, as he listened to this 
speech; "I guess you study the dictionary at school, 
don't you.?" 

" Yes; and t\vo or three commentaries and ency- 
clopaedias besides." 

" Cast off the fasts and pole her bow out, Chris," 
ordered the captain as he went up to the wheel-house ; 
" these boys are too many guns for me." 

" You're roight, cap'n; they're smart as stale. traps." 

The engineer shoved the bow of the boat out into the 
middle of the stream, and then started the engine, and 
the Diamond began moving down the stream, puffing 
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and blowing as hard as ever. As there were no passen- 
gers for Errol the boat did not run in there, but after 
reaching the Androscoggin turned to the left and headed 
for the lake. 

The boys had concluded not to go back to camp that 
night, but decided to go down to Upton in the steamer 
and stop at the Umbagog House, and then go up to the 
inlet in the morning. When they reached the inlet 
they found Brooks, with two gentlemen who wished to 
go to Upton, and they came on board the steamer. 

George told him to tell Frank that they would reach 
camp some time the next day, and Brooks promised he 
would. 

The sail from the inlet down the lake was very pleas- 
ant, and they passed Metalic Island on the left, noted 
as having been one of the many resorts of the old chief 
of that name, who figures quite conspicuously in the his- 
tory of these lakes. Reaching the Cambridge river, the 
boat twisted and turned along its sinuous channel, and 
the boys declared it was as crooked as the Magalloway. 
The steamer reached the wharf about half-past six, and 
the boys went up to the Umbagog House, which stands 
only a short distance away. 

George found Mr. Abbot, and learned that he could 
accommodate them over night, and they were soon 
called in to supper, and heartily enjoyed the fine repast 
tliat was set before them. After tea they took a look 
about the hotel, went over to Abbof s Mill, and then 
climbed the hill that led up to the village. When they 
reached the top it was not dark enough to hinder them 
from getting a good view of the lake and country aboul 
them. 
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After visiting the store and indulging in a few pur- 
chases they returned to the house and went to bed. 

They were up early in the morning, and went up the 
road a short distance before breakfast, to look at the 
hull, or what there was left of the old steamer, the 
" Andrew Johnson," that had plied on the lakes before 
the Diamond was built. They found she had been 
longer and narrower than the Diamond, and instead of 
the wheels being on the side there had only been one, 
and that was behind. The old craft had been a wheel- 
barrow boat, but as she looked now she resembled a 
mud-scow more than anything else. After looking the 
wreck over they strolled back to the hotel, reaching it 
just as the breakfast-bell rang. Chris had told them the 
boat would start at seven o'clock, but it was nearly half- 
past seven before they left the wharf. There were five 
fellows on board besides themselves, gentlemen from 
New York, who were going up the Magalloway. 

They reached the inlet about nine o'clock, and found 
Brooks awaiting them, and bidding Capt. Tenney and 
Chris good-by, they jumped into the boats and started 
up the river. 

" Come down next summer, byes," shouted Chris, 
after giving them a parting whistle. 

" You'll see us if we live," replied Claude, waving his 
hat at the captain. 

They pulled up the river without any difficulty, and 
after reaching the landing commenced to fish along the 
banks of the river. They had brought lunch with them 
from the hotel, and Brooks agreed to tell Frank to have 
their supper ready at seven o'clock, as they intended to 
spend the greater part of the day in fishing and gunning. 
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Claude, Maynard, and Wingate, who had brought 
g^ns with them, scoured the woods to the left of the 
road in quest of game, and shot nine partridges and 
two rabbits between the landing on the river and the 
camp. The rest of the party, with George, visited all 
the best places along the river for fishing, and brought 
into camp three hundred and twenty-nine trout, some 
of which weighed a pound and a half each, although 
the majority of the catch averaged not over a quarter 
of a pound apiece. The gunners reached the camp at 
half-past six, and the rest of the boys came in soon 
afterwards. 

"What's the news, Frank?" asked Claude, as he 
came up to the fire where the guide was busy in getting 
supper. 

" Oh, nothing particular. There's a lot of mail here 
for you, that came yesterday." 

"Any new-comers at the Middle Dam Camp?" 
queried Wingate. 

"Yes, five or six have come since you went away." 

" Supper most ready?" asked Maynard. 

" It'll be ready in twenty or thirty minutes. Where 
are the rest of the boys ? " 

" They are behind, fishing somewhere ; but we expect 
them every minute.*^' , 

" There they are !" cried Claude, and a moment later 
they were in camp and spread their fish out for the in- 
spection of the gunners. 

"Where is your game?" said Robbins, turning to 
Claude. 

" On that tree ; " and he pointed to a maple near them, 
where the birds and rabbits were hanging. 
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" Nine partridges and two rabbits," exclaimed George, 
looking it over; "you had better luck than I thought 
you would." 

George now assisted Frank in getting supper, and 
the hungry young adventurers were soon seated at table, 
eating as if they never expected to get another meal. 
They had taken a light dinner, and tramping all day 
had given them a tremendous appetite. After tea they 
strolled into the camp and had a talk with Asa, and 
told him about their trip up the Magalloway. 

Being all well tired out, they retired early, intending 
to have a good night's rest ; but they did not get it. 
While they had been in the lake region they had heard 
Frank, and George, and others, speak of a little insect, 
more troublesome than a mosquito, known as minges ; 
once or twice the boys had seen a stray one, but they 
had not been bothered with them. Claude had declared 
that they were too insignificant to merit any attention ; 
but that night they were to know what minges could do 
when they tried. It had been a very warm day, and 
the night was unusually warm for that region, and all 
was calm and still, — all but the lively minge, who was 
out upon the war-path, on murderous deeds intent. 
Not being a breath of air the night was favorable to 
minges (the least current of wind being sufficient to 
rid one of those nuisances) , and they gathered on the 
ridge-pole of the tents to lay a plan of battle ; this was 
soon arranged, and in countless numbers they swarmed 
into the tents and commenced feasting upon whatever 
parts of the bodies of the boys were exposed to 
their rapacious bills. A smaller army, to avoid showing 
partiality, infested the guides' tent, and soon had them 
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wide awake. In the boys' tent all was now confusion, 
and a jargon, equal to that which went up at the build- 
ing of the Tower of Babel, floated out upon the midnight 
air. ' ' Who are you punching ? " — " Stop kicking me ! '' 
— ' ' What are you doing ? " — " What in thunder is biting 
me?" — " I feel as if some one was sticking a thousand 
needles in my face ! " — " What's in this tent, any way ? " 
and similar exclamations, were forced from the lips of 
the bewildered and awakened sleepers. " By jiminy 
beeswax ! I can't stand this ! " cried Adams, who was 
thrashing his hands and face as if his life depended 
on it. 

" Have we crossed the Styx, and reached Purgatory? " 
howled Robbins, who sprang to his feet, and, followed 
by the entire crowd, rushed out into the solemn stillness 
of the night. 

" What's the row, boys?" cried George, coming from 
the store tent, followed by Frank, both of them swearing 
and thrashing in a manner that convinced the boys 
that, whatever the trouble was, the guides had their 
share of it. 

'' Why, we can't sleep ! " exclaimed Claude. 

" Something is biting us ! " yelled Maynard. 

" The Old Harry's to pay ! " growled Robbins. 

"I should think the tent was full of mosquitoes, only 
we could hear no buzzing," suggested St. Clair. 

" It's something more than mosquitoes," said George. 

" Black flies ! " ventured Wingate. 

" No, by thunder ! a good deal worse ! " cried Frank. 

" Well, what is it?" asked Foster. 

" Mingesl^^ yelled both the guides in a breath. 

'*Minges?" interrogated the boys as a unit. 
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*' Yes, minges," was the reply from George and Frank. 

*'And they are all about us now!" howled Smith, 
who had just made this consoling discovery. 

" We'll fix 'em," cried George. 

*' How? " queried the boys. 

*' Smoke them ! " 

And in a moment more the two guides had built a 
huge fire, and, as soon as it burned up well, threw on 
top a lot of chips and dirt, that made an immense 
smoke. 

" Now, boys," said George, when the smoke began 
to roll up in huge volumes, " you may as well finish 
dressing yourselves, and come out and sit around this 
fire, for you won't get any more peace in your tent to- 
night ; thi§ smoke will drive them out in an hour or 
two, but we have got to keep it up to have any comfort. 
There'll be a little air probably at daylight, and then 
these pests will be blown away. I never saw them so 
thick but once before in my life." 

*'Then this is not a common occurrence?" asked 
Claude. 

"Oh, no. You might come up here every year for 
three or four years and not have such a time as this." 

Maynard went into the tent and brought out his 
watch, and took a look at it. 

" What time is it?" queried Frank. 

''Two o'clock." 

" It'll be daylight, then, in a couple of hours more." 

" Do you suppose those people in the wooden camps 
are troubled ? " asked St. Clair. 

"No, they won't trouble you any in there," replied 
George. 
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The boys took the advice of the guides, and spent 
the rest of the night around the camp-fire. 

The attack of the minges had so demoralized them 
that they did not go off on any excursions the next day, 
but loafed around camp, and fished a little at the dam 
and pond in the river. 

Saturday night was cool, and tiiey were not troubled 
at all, although some of the party really feared another 
attack from the minges. 

They did not rise until late Sunday morning, and it 
was eleven o'clock before breakfast was over. The 
remainder of the day they devoted to writing and 
reading. Around the camp-fire that night it was 
decided to make a move in the morning, and change 
their camping-ground. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
AT French's camp. 

Monday morning the boys were up and out in good 
season, and after breakfast the tents were struck, and 
the boats loaded, and all preparations made for leaving 
the Middle Dam. The letters that had been written 
Sunday were committed to the care of Brooks, who 
promised to forward them to the Upton post-office. 
About nine o'clock, after saying good-by to Brooks and 
Frost, and giving them a hearty cheer, the party em- 
barked, and, with the guides' boat leading, they pulled 
up the lake. It had bejen decided to go into French's 
Camp, instead of tenting at the mouth of the Narrows, 
and George had borrowed the keys and obtained leave 
to use the camp. 

This building was nearly a third larger than the one 
at the Arm, and a great deal better fitted up, and it 
would accommodate the whole party very comfortably. 
It stood a short distance from the lake shore, the 
landing being at a little cove in the Narrows, just above 
Portland Point, on the eastern side of the lake. A 
path led from the boat-landing up a short, sharp ridge, 
across the top of it, and down to a little dell, where the 
camp nestled under the side of the hill, entirely pro- 
tected from the heavy winds. It was substantially built, 
of partly hewn logs, and had a shingled roof. 
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In three-quarters of an hour from the time the party 
left the Middle Dam they arrived at the landing, and, 
unloading the boat, helped the guides to carry up the 
stores and other things. There was not a good chance 
to haul out the boats, the underbrush being thick at the 
water's edge, and axes were brought into requisition, and 
a suitable place cleared. 

The party were very much pleased with the camp 
and its location, and as the weather looked like a storm 
they were not sorry to exchange their tents for a com- 
fortable roof. 

"Are there any trout for dinner?" inquired Adams 
of Frank, after the camp had been set to rights. 

" Not a trout. We eat the last of them last night." 

"Any meat.?" 

" None, except a little dried beef." 

"I don't like that. I am going out in that rocky 
hole and see if I can't catch fish enough for dinner." 

" You will have to huriy up, then, for it is half-past 
ten now. However, if you don't get trout, you can 
catch plenty of chub." 

" The fish that look like shiners, I suppose you 
mean, — are they good to eat?" 

" Good as any fish when they are taken fresh from 
the water. There are more bones in them to trouble 
you than there are in tix)ut, and that is the greatest 
difference there is between them. I have seen fellows 
down here who preferred them to trout." 

" We will try some, then, if I don't catch any trout. 
I will start at once ; " and he went down to tlie landing 
and pushed off in the Go Ahead, anchoring near the 
" Devil's Hop Yard." 
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Le Roy took his gun on his shoulder shortly after- 
ward, and took a stroll up over the ridge, returning 
about noon with a couple of rabbits. 

George compounded a savory stew from these, with 
the aid of potatoes, onions, pork, and crackers, but, 
before it was cooked, Adams returned with two trout, 
that weighed about half a pound each, and two dozen 
large chub. These were fried, and, in addition to the 
stew, made a good dinner for all. 

"These chub are not bad eating," said Claude, who 
had tried two or three before venturing an opinion. 

"They are too bony. That is all the fault I find 
with them," added St. Clair. 

" I wish some of us could shoot another deer," cried 
Foster. " That is the kind of fodder that suits me." 

"Do you?" answered Maynard. "Then I will go 
out after dinner and get one." 

The cool manner in which this promise was made 
caused an audible smile to run around the table. 

" Could you not shoot four or five while you are 
about it?" queried Claude, jocosely. 

" Perhaps I will," answered the imperturbable 
Maynard. 

After they had " had their hash," as Smith expressed 
it, Maynard took his gun, a fine double barrel, of Eng- 
lish make, cleaned it carefully, and loaded both barrels 
with a heavy charge of buckshot. He also filled his 
powder-flask and shot-pouch, took a fresh box of caps 
and a small pocket-compass. 

" I will see you at supper-time, fellows," he re- 
marked, as he slung his gun over his shoulder, and 
started off in an easterly direction. 
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*'Wait a moment and I will go with you," said 
Claude, who did not like the idea of his starting off 
alone. 

"With all due respect to you, my worthy friend, I 
prefer to go alone. I never was out in a wilderness 
like this alone, and I want to see how it seems." 

" Be careful and not get lost, then." 
." If I do, I can take care of myself. I have a good 
gun, plenty of ammunition, a pocket-compass, and a 
bunch of matches." 

"You may run across a wild-cat," put in George, 
laughing. 

" Then it will be bad for the wild-cat," returned 
Maynard, as he strode away. 

After he had gone the other members of the party 
amused themselves in various ways until about four 
o'clock, and then went out in the Narrows, accom- 
panied by Frank and George, to see what they could do 
with the trout. They fished for over two hours, and it 
was half-past six when they reached the camp, with a 
goodly string of the speckled beauties; but Maynard 
had not arrived. The camp was empty ; but none of 
the party felt worried as yet, for they looked for his 
return at any moment, and preparations for supper went 
on as usual. 

Maynard left the camp without any apprehensions of 
trouble. He was seventeen, large and strong for his 
age, and was a brave young fellow. He was one of 
those persons who do not scare worth a cent, and if he 
had run plump on a wild-cat it would only have 
startled, not frightened him. He was as cool as he was 
brave, and felt abundantly able to take care of himself. 
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He climbed the next ridge to the eastward of the 
little dell where the camp was located, following this 
for some time in a northerly direction, Not meeting 
with any signs of game he turned more to the eastward, 
and, descending the ridge, reached a valley that was 
thickly grown with cedar. He crossed this, and began 
the ascent of quite a mountainous ridge, that was well- 
wooded with an old growth of spruce. It was a hard 
climb to the top of it, and when he reached the summit 
he sat down a while to rest. He looked at his watch. 
It was three o'clock. 

" There has not been much show for game so far," 
he muttered, rising to his feet and pushing ahead again. 
"I guess I will go down on the other side of this moun- 
tain, and see if I can find anything." 

He descended tlie mountain obliquely, which led him 
again toward tlie north-east. Reaching the bottom he 
found a small, clear stream running through the valley, 
and he knelt down beside it and took a long drink, for 
he had been thirsty for the last hour. The trees 
were not so thick here as they had been on the moun- 
tain, and as he arose to his feet he heard a crashing in 
the underbrush to the left of him ; looking in the direc- 
tion where the sound came from, he saw a large animal, 
with spreading antlers, stamping and pawing the 
ground, and tlirashing about in a style that suggested a 
very bad temper, or a poor state of the stomach. Its 
body was partly concealed by the underbrush, and in 
stepping forward to get a better view of the animal his 
foot came in contact with an old rotten limb, which 
cracked and snapped under him. 

The animal started and threw up its head, getting 
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sight of Maynard as it did so. For a moment only it 
seemed surprised, and then, uttering a noise unlike any- 
thing that Maynard had ever heard before, the brute 
made a rush for him. 

There was not more than thirty feet of space between 
them, and as the animal made its onset Maynard took 
deliberate aim at its breast and fired both barrels almost 
simultaneously. But the buckshot did not stop it, and 
without waiting to load, the young gentleman jumped 
towards a large spruce tree just behind him, and as- 
cended its trunk with marvellous celerity. 

But it was a narrow chance for him, for as he climbed 
the tree the animal made a lunge for him, and one of 
its antlers struck his gim, tearing it from his grasp, and 
almost shaking him to the ground. He was fifteen feet 
from the ground before he thought prudent to stop, and 
then he threw one arm about the tree, and sat down on 
the largest branch near him. 

He gazed dowa on the huge brute that was regarding 
him with a wickedly vicious look from below. It had 
already stamped the stock of his gun to splinters, and 
dented the barrels badly, and it looked capable of mak- 
ing short work of him could it but once reach him. 

"Heavens! what a ferocious brute!" he exclaimed. 
" I wonder what it can be } " 

He had not had time before to think of this, and the 
answer flashed upon him with lightning-like rapidity. 

" A moose I By the Great Horn Spoon ^ if it aint 
a moose V^ 

He was right. It was a moose, and a bull moose at 
that, at least six years old, and as ugly a specimen of its 
kind as ever inhabited the woods of Maine. It stood 
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about five feet high, and its weight could not be much 
short of a thousand^ pounds. 

This animal, the largest of the deer species, is known 
to naturalists as the Alee Americanus^ and was once 
quite plenty in northern Maine. But they were pur- 
sued with such vigor by the Indians and hunters, who 
chase them mostly in winter, that their ranks became 
terribly thinned, and the Legislature of Maine was 
obliged to pass a law for their protection, which has 
stopped their slaughter for a time at least. 

The moose when full grown is about six feet high at 
the shoulders, and sometimes weighs twelve hundred 
pounds. The body is round, compact, and short ; the 
neck is short and thick, unlike that of deer in general, 
but thus adapted for sustaining the great weight of the 
head and horns. The head is very large and narrow, 
about two feet long. The horns in males of the second 
year are unbranched, not flattened, and about a foot long ; 
as the animal becomes older they begin to display a blade, 
with more numerous snags, and in mature animals the 
blade becomes very broad, the snags sometimes number- 
ing fourteen on each horn ; a single antler has been 
known to weigh about sixty pounds. The horns have 
no basal snag projecting forward. The ears are long, 
and have been compared to those of the ass. The eyes 
arc small. The limbs are long, and very graceful. 
The tail is only about four inches long. The body is 
covered with coarse short hair. On the neck and 
withers there is a heavy mane, and the throat is covered 
with long hair. The hoofs of the moose are so con- 
structed as to part widely, and their track has some 
appearance to that of the ox. In running, it carries its 
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muzzle forward, with the horns thrown back upon the 
neck, so that they may not be caught by branches. Its 
shoulders being higher than the croup, its common gait 
is a shambling trot ; but it can -also gallop with great 
rapidity. Its color is brownish-black, darker in winter 
than in summer ; the limbs, the sides of the hea^, and 
the mane are of a lighter color than the body. Moose 
are sometimes seen in small herds, but often singly, and 
are now quite rare in places where they were once 
common. They delight in marshy districts and in 
forests. Their food consists of coarse grass, and the 
foliage of shrubs and trees. A single stroke of a moose's 
fore-foot is sufficient to kill the strongest dog. In the 
rutting season, or when angered, it is an extremely 
dangerous enemy ; its sense of smell is very acute. The 
flesh of the moose is considered excellent eating ; the fat 
is soft ; the nose and the tongue are esteemed delicacies ; 
the skin is used for a variety of purposes. 

While I have been giving a description of the moose' 
in general, the particular moose that my readers are 
interested in had been behaving in a very unseemly 
manner. With his sharp hoofs he had struck and tore 
the bark from the tree where Maynard was watching 
him, and had even made the splinters fly from the trunk 
itself. 

One thing the young hunter had noticed, that sent a 
thrill of joy through his veins, and that was, that the 
moose was wounded ; but how badly he had no means 
of knowing. From his breast a stream of blood trickled 
down, that seemed to grow larger at each violent efibrt 
directed against his antagonist. 

" I would like to know how long I shall have to 
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roost here," soliloquized Maynard, as he pulled out his 
watch, " Five o'clock ! By thunder, the fellows won't 
think of looking for me before dark, and then they won't 
find me. I must be four or five miles from camp. 
This is ' up a tree ' with a vengeance. I'll bet I have 
an all-night job before me, and if I should happen to 
get asleep, and fall to the ground, that ugly brute would 
stamp my life out in less time than I could say 'Jack 
Robinson.' I wish I had let Claude come with me." 

He took another look at the moose, but the animal 
did not seem to have the least idea of leaving. It moved 
back and forth in front of tlie tree, and at the least mo- 
tion he made would strike at the tree and bellow in its 
impotent rage. Its wound evidently kept its anger 
alive, and Maynard's position was not very pleasant. 

He felt so lonesome that he talked merely to hear the 
sound of his voice. 

' ' Go it, you old sinner ! " he cried. " If I had my gun 
up here I would tickle your ribs. I wish a swarm of 
minges would happen along here, and go for you. 
Frank says they can bite through half-inch iron plate, 
and I guess they can penetrate moose-hide. Don't you 
wish you could get up here, you old beat? — but you 
can't. I have the weather-gauge of you at all events." 

It was now dusk, and Maynard began to feel hungiy. 
The limb under him did not furnish the easiest seat in 
the world, and every moment he wished himself back 
to camp. He was not afraid, but he did not like the 
idea of being blockaded in such a manner. There was 
no moon, and by eight o'clock the darkness of Egypt 
had settled around him. If he moved, the moose 
began tearing about again, and Maynard could see his 
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eyes shining through the gloom like two luminous stars. 
He was not sleepy ; the novelty of the situation kept 
him awake. He listened anxiously for the sound of a 
gun, hoping that his friends were out in search of him ; 
but he only heard the tree-toads and the owls. He did 
not think it advisable to waste any breath in shouting ; 
at least, not until he heard something to warrant it. 
His imagination was hard at work, and a feeling of 
superstitious fear would occasionally steal over him; 
but with a strong effort he exerted his will-power and 
threw it off. He had wanted to see how it would seem 
to be alone in a wilderness ; he had a chance now ; but 
not exactly the kind of one he had wished for. He 
struck a match, and by its light looked at the time, — ten 
o'clock. He did not wish his watch to run down, and, 
aided by his sense of feeling, he managed to wind it. 

Thinking that sleep might overcome him in some un- 
guarded moment he unbuckled his belt, which was long 
and stout, and turning a little, in order to bring his back 
flat against the trunk of the tree, he passed his belt 
around the tree and his body, and buckled it as tight as 
his comfort would permit. 

" Confound it, I am getting sleepy," he muttered. 
" Why can't I take a nap anyway, there is no danger of 
my falling out of the tree now? But I will take one 
more precaution." 

He had a stout handkerchief in his pocket. He drew 
it out, and passing an end under the limb on which he 
sat, brought it up across his left thigh and tied his leg 
tightly to the tree. He now felt satisfied, and in a few 
moments more he was fast asleep. But, as my readers 
may imagine, his dreams were not of the most pleasant 
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description. First he thought he was at the top of a 
tremendous high pine, that seemed to tower at least a 
hundred feet above the rest of the forest. He was bal- 
anced on one foot. He became tired out and fell ; down, 
down he went, until he struck with a dull thump, which 
instantly awakened him, and it was some moments 
before he remembered where he was. He recovered 
from the nervous shock, however, and was soon asleep 
again. 

This time he imagined himself waylaid in the 
woods by wolves. He had only a club to defend him- 
self with, and he fought desperately. But his foes 
crowded upon him in countless numbers ; the club was 
torn from his hand ; he saw the lolling tongues, the blaz- 
ing eyes, and the fierce faces of the brutes ; felt their 
hot breath, and the next moment he sank to the ground 
overpowered, while a monstrous brute sank its fangs 
deep into his flesh. With a yell of horror he awoke, 
and found his face and body bathed in perspiration, and 
felt himself trembling in every limb. 

" Good heavens ! " he exclaimed, as he came to him- 
self; " what a dream ! I think Fll keep awake the rest 
of the night." 

But abused Nature asserted her rights, and it was not 
long before he again sank into a troubled sleep. From 
this he was awakened with the idea that an Indian was 
scalping him, and as he opened his eyes his hand invol- 
untarily went up to his head to insure himself of its 
safety. He found also that daylight was just breaking 
in the east, and he looked beneath him to see what the 
moose was doing. It was lying down, and seized 
with a sudden hope that he might escape while it slept, 
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he unloosed the handkerchief and belt, and carefully 
descended from the tree. 

As his foot struck the ground he took a look at the 
animal, and something in its attitude arrested his atten- 
tion. It lay about ten feet from the tree. He picked 
up his battered gun-barrels and crept cautiously up to 
it, and took a glance at its head. He saw the eyes ; 
they looked glassy. He touched it with his foot ; the 
animal did not move. 

Could it be dead ? 

He examined it more carefully, and then struck it 
with his gun-barrels. Not a sign of life, and he was so 
excited he could scarcely stand. He drew out his pocket- 
knife, and cut out the tongue, then started for camp. 
He consulted his compass ; he knew that to reach the 
building he should travel south-west, and he turned his 
steps in that direction. He felt tired and stiff, weak 
and faint; but with all his fatigue he exulted in the 
thought that he had actually shot a moose and killed it 
alone, — the largest animal this side of the buffaloes of 
the western plains. Slowly and wearily he dragged his 
body up the mountain side, and on top of the ridge 
stopped to rest. While sitting there he heard tlie report 
of guns at no great distance from him. The noise 
echoed and reechoed among the hills. Standing up 
and drawing in a full breath, he gave utterance to as 
loud a halloo as he was capable of making. He listened 
as the sound rolled away from him. A moment later 
came an answer, and then bang ! bang ! bang ! went three 
guns. He shouted again. Another reply came, which 
seemed nearer than the first, and a perfect volley of fire- 
arms that followed convinced him that he was both 
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heard and understood. He sat down on an old stump 
to await the arrival of his friends. A few moments 
more, and they were in sight. He hailed them, and 
they rushed up to him with exclamations of delight. 
The entire party were together. 

All began asking questions at once. 

Instead of answering them he held up the tongue of 
the moose. 

" A deer's tongue ! " exclaimed George and Frank. 

" Guess again," said Maynard, proudly. 

George looked at it more carefully. 

" It can't be the tongue of a moose," he said, in a 
doubting tone. 

" That is just what it is," answered Maynard, tri- 
umphantly, " and you follow me and I will show you 
the body." 

He turned, and the party followed him without another 
word, until they stood beside the huge animal. Then 
they insisted on his story, which he gave them in detail, 
saying, as he finished, "I promised to bring some 
meat to camp, and here it is. As it is a little more than 
I can shoulder, I suppose you will all help me." 

"I declare!" exclaimed Frank, ''if you are not a 
regular Injun. There isn't one in a dozen would have 
dared to fire at that moose without a rifle. I!ll bet he 
weighs ten hundred." 

" How can we get it to camp.^^" asked Claude, who 
could scarcely believe that he was gazing upon a ver- 
itable dead moose, shot by one of the party. 

"We shall have to skin and cut it up," replied 
Frank. "Luckily I brought an axe along with 
us." 
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"How far is it from here to camp?" queried 
Maynard. 

" About ?is^ miles," returned George. 

"I want that skin and the antlers saved," said the 
hero of the affair; "I want to send them home to 
father." 

'' You shall have them," replied both the guides. 

" We have been hunting for you all night," said 
Claude ; and he gave Maynard an account of their 
search for him. 

" I should have found the camp, because I travelled 
by compass yesterday; but still I am glad that you 
were so near here, because in the time it would have 
taken me to reach camp, and return here, some animals 
might have spoiled the meat." 

After an hour's hard work on the part of the two 
guides, the animal was skinned and cut up in such 
a manner that they could carry it. All the useless 
parts of the carcass were left on the spot for such 
animals or birds to devour as might choose to eat 
them. 

Maynard concluded that the splintered stock and 
battered barrels of his gun would be one of the best 
trophies he could have of the fight, and he secured 
them all, and took them along with him. 

The party were heavily loaded, and had to rest 
often, and it was noon before they reached the camp, — 
a welcome sight to tliem on this particular occasion. 

The meat was taken care of, and the guides began 
getting dinner, while the boys laic^ around on the 
ground and talked over the exciting event, in which 
Maynard had been the big gun. 
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Moose-steak was the principal course of the dinner 
that day, and all partook heartily of it. They found 
the meat juicy, tender, of delicate flavor, and some 
declared it suited them better than beefsteak. It was 
two o'clock before the meal was over, and as every one 
was tired out the entire party spent the afternoon in 
camp. A light supper was partaken of at seven 
o'clock, and a little after eight all hands turned in, 
to try and make up the sleep they had lost the night 
before. 

^ Wednesday morning it was late before any one awoke, 
and when they arose, at seven o'clock, gaping and stretch- 
ing, breakfast was not ready, and a drizzling rain was 
falling. The guides were busy cooking, and the morn- 
ing meal was served at eight. 

"What do you think of the weather, George?" 
asked Claude, as he arose from the table. 

" I think we are going to have a storm. I wouldn't 
be surprised if we had it wet for three or four days. 
This has been threatening for some time, and now we 
have got it I guess it will stick by us a while." 

" We can stop in camp, then. Thanks to Maynard, 
we have plenty of meat." 

The prophecy of the guide proved a correct one, and 
it stormed steadily all that day, and with but slight 
intermission for the next three. 

About four o'clock Saturday afternoon the sun came 
out, and it was evident the storm was over. The boys 
were delighted, for they had become heartily tired of 
staying in camp. Soon after it cleared up they went 
out fishing in the Narrows, and took about thirty 
trout. 
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During their confinement to camp they had all 
employed part of the time in writing letters, and 
Sunday morning, after breakfast, the club took their 
boats and pulled down to the Middle Dam to leave 
their letters with Mr^ Brooks. He promised to forward 
them to the post-office, and after spending a couple of 
hours there pleasantly they started back. The wind 
had come out from the north-west, and was blowing a 
gale, and the lake was rougher than the boys had ever 
seen it before. Under the circumstances they thought 
best to hug the western shore, which furnished them 
with a lee the entire way, although it doubled the 
distance they had to pull. It was two o'clock before 
they reached the camp, and their dinner had been 
waiting an hotir. The guides had eaten ; and the boys, 
their stomachs clamorous from the effects of their hard 
pull, sat down to the table, and astonished George and 
Frank by their capacity for storing away good victuals. 
They had found out that the boys were all good feeders, 
and not at all bashful at the table ; but on this occasion 
they outdid any previous effort in the eating line. 

" I don't care for any supper," declared Adams, who 
had eaten so much he could scarcely rise from the 
table. 

" We had better take a little exercise to work off the 
effects of this dinner, or we shall all be sick," said 
Claude. 

"Suppose we go up on the ridge and get some 
spruce-gum," suggested St. Clair. 

The rest of the party assented to this, and they 
strolled away from camp, and did not return until six 
o'clock, and then none of them craved any supper ; so 
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the guides, who had eaten dinner earlier, took a small 
lunch by themselves. 

As the evening was pleasant, a huge fire was built 
out-doors, far enough away to not endanger the camp, 
and around its cheerful blaze the entire party gathered, 
and indulged in singing and talking until ten o'clock. 

Before retiring it was decided that they would move 
up to Metalic Point in the morning, and pitch the tents 
there, and remain imtil they became tired of the place. 

The guides suggested that they. might use one of the 
old barns for a camp; but the boys concluded they 
would rather occupy the tents on the point, while the 
weather remained pleasant, and be in sight of the lake. 
If it came on to storm, then tliey could change to one of 
the bams. 



Digitized 



by Google 



208 Eastward^ Hoi or^ 



CHAPTER X. 

ON MET ALIO POINT, 

In accordance with their plan of the night before, the 
boys packed up everything after breakfast on Monday 
morning, and at nine o'clock they went on board their 
boats, and pulled up the Narrows. It was pleasant and 
warm ; the boys handled their oars very leisurely, and 
they were half an hour in reaching the point, landing 
on the southern side, and at the part where the water 
was deep. The tents were taken from the boat and 
carried back a few rods from the water, the guides 
pitching them in the little scrub grove that covers the 
point ; but in such a way that they commanded an ex- 
tensive view of the Upper Lake, and nearly the whole 
of the Narrows. The location for a camp was unsur- 
passed, and our young friends were much pleased 
with their change of base. When at camp no boat 
could pass up or down the lake without being in sight 
of them. The beautiful sand-beach also offered a safe 
and convenient landing for their boats, and the facilities 
for bathing there were not surpassed by any place on 
the lakes. 

The arrangements for cooking were made similar to 
those at Spirit Island, and by noon everything was in 
ship-shape order. After dinner they all went up Me- 
talic Brook fishing, witli the exception of the guides, 
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wlio visited the raspberries in the vicinity of the old 
barn, and took to camp some six quarts of the 
delicious fruit. A little after six the fishermen returned, 
laden with all the small trout they could comfortably 
carry. 

After supper the party went down to the beach and 
built an immense fire in front of an old log that had 
laid there for years, — a truant stick from some boom,- 
— and this served them for a seat. 

" This is a charming place for a camp," said Claude 
as they gathered on the log, and watched the reflection 
of the fire on the dark sheet of water before them. 

" Yes ; I like it as well as Spirit Island," returned St. 
Clair. 

" It is a good place while we have pleasant weather," 
asserted George ; " but it is too much exposed to be a 
very pleasant camping spot in a storm." 

" We shall not have any more stormy weather at pres- 
ent ; at least we ought not to, afler such a stormy time as 
we had last week," remarked Maynard. 

" No," acquiesced Prank; " we shall probably have 
good weather now for quite a spell." 

" I declare, fellows," said Le Roy, "if it has not 
been four weeks to night since we left Boston." 

'' It don't seem more than one," replied Smith ; " how 
the time does fly down here I " 

"Yes; tempus fugit,^^ 

" Oh, confound your Latin ! we are not in school 
now, Le Roy." 

" I suppose we shall soon begin to get some of those 
large trout you have told us about," remarked Claude, 
turning to George. 
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" Yes ; to-morrow is the first day of September, and 
the fly-fishing ought to be good by the last of the 
week." 

"How large fish did you ever catch at the Upper 
Dam ? " queried Maynard. 

'' The largest^hat I ever caught to be sure of, that is, 
I mean that I weighed, was ten pounds. But they have 
been caught there weighing over twelve pounds." 

'' That must have been a rouser," cried Adams, with 
enthusiasm. ■ 

'' Yes. Probably it was over three feet long." 

" I should like to strike a trout like that," put in St. 
Clair. 

" If your tackle didn't break, he'd run ofi* with you," 
answered Frank, laughing. 

"Not much!" 

" Suppose we row up to the Upper Dam to-morrow, 
fellows," suggested Foster. 

"We might, if it don't blow too hard," replied 
Claude. 

"If it does blow hard, .then lefs go up to Metalic 
Pond," said Robbins. 

" Yes, we can do that," answered St. Clair. 

" I'll tell you what I propose to do now," said May- 
nard, as he rose, with a yawn. 

" What?" queried several, 

" Turn in ;" and he started for the tent. 

" I guess we may as well follow suit," remarked 
Claude, and the entire party went up to the camp, leav- 
ing the fire to burn itself out. 

Metalic Point, where the party were now encamped, 
was not only one of the most beautiful spots about the . 
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lake, but it had quite a savor of romance attached to it. 
As my readers have learned in the earlier part of this 
volume, it had been the home of the Rich family, under 
circumstances peculiar enough to make it of interest- 
to all visitors ; but its former history was even more 
exciting. 

It had been the home of old Metalic, an Indian chief, 
after whom it had be^n undoubtedly named. For years 
the old chief had had his lodge on the point, living here 
with his squaw, who bore him one son. The Indian 
had been well known to all the old white hunters of the 
lake region, and the settlers of the Magalloway. He 
had camped on the shores of nearly all the lakes, and 
the Magalloway and Androscoggin rivers, and indulged 
in the pursuits of the chase throughout the entire region. 
His wife had died in mid-winter while living on the 
point, and it is asserted by some that he buried her body 
in the snow, and by others that he smoked it, in order 
to preserve it until spring, when he could bury it 
decently in the ground. Be this as it may, it is a well- 
authenticated fact, that she was buried on the point, and 
that some years after the old man's death a couple of 
medical students dug up the body, and preserved the 
skeleton, which they took away with them. 

During a fight with a moose the old chief lost an eye, 
and a year or two after the death of his squaw he had 
the misfortune to lose the other in the following man- 
ner. 

He was out one day after firewood, and while in the 
forest, half a mile from his camp, he trod on a dry and 
crooked limb, one end of which flew up and struck him 
in the eye, destroying its sight. For more tlian twenty- 
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four hours he wandered about, trying to find the way to 
his camp. It was cold weather, and his life was endan- 
gered. When hope had about failed him he heard the 
report of a rifle, and commenced to shout. His cries 
were heard, and two hunters from the Magalloway, 
who were out in quest of game, discovered him. They 
asked him what was the matter, and why he did not go 
home. 

" Can't find 'um. No see 'um," replied the old chief, 
and then they noticed that he had met with an accident. 

They stopped with him two or three days, until the 
return of his son, who had been to Parmachenee Lake, 
hunting, and then left him. 

His son afterwards went to Canada and joined the 
St. Francis tribe of Indians, as many of the Maine sav- 
ages had done before him. By them he was elected 
chief of the tribe, and a while after the young chief -re- 
turned and tried to get him to go to Canada. But the 
old man was obdurate and would not go. He had al- 
ways been on gooH terms with the white hunters and 
settlers, and wished to live and die near them. 

The son, finding that he could not coax him, tried 
strategy, and represented to the old Indian that he would 
take him over on the Magallowaj^ to live. Old Metalic 
consented to this and went with his son. But when the 
^old man found they had passed through the settlement, 
and were travelling north, which he discovered by in- 
stinct, he refused to go a step further, and made such a 
fuss that the young chief was compelled to conduct him 
back to the settlement and leave him. Here he lived 
for a short time, but was finally removed to the poor- 
house in Stewartstown, where he died a pauper. 
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When J. G. Rich first went to the farm to live there 
was a pile of bones from the animals Metalic had killed 
in the chase, on the point near where his lodge had 
stood, as large as an ordinary log-cabin. 

And there is not the slightest doubt but what the 
sportsman who now crosses the lake in the jaunty little 
steamer that' plies upon it sails over the very course 
where once glided the light birch of Old Metalic. Peace 
to his ashes ! May he have reached that happy hunting- 
ground where all good Indians escape from the ills of life ! 

Tuesday morning when the boys went in to breakfast 
they noticed a light ripple coming down the lake from 
the north-west. While they were eating this increased 
to a moderate gale, and when they left the tent and saw 
the white caps on the long rollers they concluded that 
it would be more of a job than they cared to undertake, 
to pull up to the Dam against such a sea, and it was 
decided to visit Metalic Pond. 

As it was a hard trip up there and back it was not 
possible to return in time for dinner, and the guides put 
up a suitable lunch for the whole party. 

Maynard, Robbins, and Claude took their fishing- 
rods, as George and Frank promised them some fine 
sport in the brook coming back. The rest of the party 
carried guns, and the guides " toted" the lunch. 

It was full nine o'clock when the party left, and the 
day gave promise of being a hot one. 

They went down to the beach, following it inland 
until they reached the path, then travelled over it as far 
as the barns. Passing these they struck into the woods 
in an easterly direction, and at no great distance from 
the brook. The trees grew close together, the path 
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was narrow and rather obscure, and they followed the 
guides in single file. For two hours they^jushed and 
dodged, and forced their way through trees and bushes, 
the grade being heavily up hill the niost of the way, 
coming out of the thick forest, finally, on marshy 
ground, containing a few scattered trees. Across this 
they made their way, the ground becoming softer and 
damper at every step, and reached the shore of the 
pond well tired out. 

The pond was not large, and was surrounded by 
muddy, marshy shores, covered with a growth of coarse, 
rank grass, and lily-pads. The water looked dark, and 
the entire locality had a gloomy appearance. 

They had hardly reached the end of the pond before 
a large flock of black ducks arose with a startled quack. 
The fellows who had guns blazed away at them and 
killed five, while one or two more that were wounded 
fell into the water and swam away as fast as they knew 
how to. 

" You'ye done for five of them," said Frank. 

" Yes, and how are we to get them ? " cried Le Roy. 
" Is there any boat here? " 

" I don't know of any," replied George. " I will 
wade out after them ; " and without stopping to pull off 
his boots or clothes he started into the water. 

Before he could reach the game, however, the mud 
became so deep he had to back out. 

" rU cut a stick for you," cried Frank, who carried a 
light axe ; " then you can reach them." 

He cut a young sapling that grew a few feet back of 
him and handed it to his brother, who waded in 
again nearly up to his arms. 
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This time he was successful, and, aided by the pole, 
drew the ducks to him, and secured them. 

" It's too bad for you to get such a soaking," ex- 
claimed Claude ; " the ducks are not worth it." 

" Oh, this is nothing ; I shall soon dry off in this 
hot sun." 

" I don't think much of this place anyway," said St 
Clair. *' It may be a good place for game, but it*s a 
beastly hole to travel round in. It is after twelve 
o'clock ; lef^ retreat to higher ground, and eat our 
lunch." 

This suggestion was received favorably by the rest 
of the party, all of whom felt that dinner would taste 
good about this time, and they withdrew a short dis- 
tance^ to a little knoll, where they found a dry spot 
large enough to accommodate them with seats. 

While they were eating, George, who had been 
watching the sheet of water before them, jumped to his 
feet, and excitedly exclaimed : — 

''By thunder, there's a deer!" 

The boys followed his gaze, and, sure enough, on the 
opposite side of the pond, a good-sized deer had come 
down to the water and was drinking. 

" If I only had a rifle," cried Geoi^e, who still kept 
his eye on the deer. 

*' Can*t you hit it with my gun ? " queried Le Roy ; 
*' it is loaded with buck-shot, and will throw a good 
way." 

" I don't know; that is an awful long distance for a 
shot-gun to carry." 

" Try it, anyway." 

George took the gun, and cautiously advanced a 
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few rods nearer; then, taking careful aim, he fired, 
but without success, and the animal, frightened by the 
report, turned and fled. 

" Didn't touch him," said Le Roy, as George handed 
back the gun. 

" No, it was too long a shot. I'd given a dollar if 
rd had a rifle." 

After recovering from the excitement of this inci- 
dent, the party finished their dinner, and started for the 
pools' in the brook, where they expected to get some 
good-sized trout. 

They were about half a mile from the spot where 
they had eaten dinner, when all at once, Frank, who 
was in advance, sang out : — 

" Something has just gone up that large spruce to 
the left of us ; blaze away at it ; " and he pointed out 
the particular tree. 

St. Clair, who was nearest to him, caught a glimpse 
of the animal and fired. 

The next moment, a dark-gray colored beast, about 
the size of an ordinary dog, came bouncing out of the 
tree, and lit on Frank's back, knocking him over. 

" A wild-cat ! " yelled George. 

It did not remain on the back of the guide a mo- 
ment, but started through the woods on the right of 
the party. 

The boys all saw it, and those who had guns let 
drive at it. Some of the buck-shot must have hit it, for 
after the volley the animal took to another tree, this 
time an old yellow birch. 

St. Clair commenced to reload the moment after he 
had discharged his piece, and before the animal 
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reached the first -limb on the tree, which was over 
twenty feet from the ground, he fired again, and the 
brute, growling and spitting, fell to the ground, where 
it jumped about in a lively manner. Before it could 
get far, however, the other boys had loaded their guns, 
and pouring in a volley, they gave it its quietus. 

" Blast the thing ! " exclaimed Frank, rubbing his 
back ; " it about knocked the breath out of me." 

The boys and guides gathered about it, and looked it 
over. 

" That skin isn't good for much," said George, as he 
held the brute up by the tail ; " it is completely riddled 
with buck-shot. Do any of you want it? " 

" I would like it,"-riesponded St. Clair, " if none 
of the other fellows care particularly about it." 

The rest of the boys expressed their willingness for 
St. Clair to keep the skin, and the guides took it off 
him. It was one of the largest species of the genus 
felis that had ever been killed about the lakes, and 
measured thirty-seven inches from its snout to the tip 
of its tail. It was a savage-looking creature, and the 
boys congratulated themselves on having made an end 
of it. It weighed about sixty pounds, as near as they 
could judge. 

" If one of you boys had run across that lucivee 
alone it would made warm work for you," said 
George. 

" I shouldn't have cared to have tackled it without a 
rifle," remarked Frank. 

" If I had met it alone, and known what it was, 
I should have given it a good berth," declared Claude, 

And the most of the party were of his opinion. 
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Frank slung the skin over his shoulders, and as the 
party walked along they decided that Frank, accom- 
panied by the boys who had guns, would go directly to 
camp, travelling slowly, in the hopes of picking up a 
few partridges. 

George gave Frank the ducks, and with Claude, 
Maynard, and Robbins, bore off to the right, to strike 
the brook, while the remainder of the party kept on in 
the direction they were going. 

Near the clearing Frank's party succeeded in bag- 
ging seven partridges, and reached camp a few minutes 
past four. 

George guided the fishermen to the deep pools in the 
brook, and as they used a great deal of care in their 
approach to those places they were rewarded with an 
excellent catch, and reached the tents about seven 
o'clock, with fifty-six trout, several of the string weigh- 
ing a pound and a half each. 

"You have had good luck, I see," said LeRoy, as 
he noticed their fish. 

" Yes, first-rate," replied Claude, " did you get any 
game ? " 

'* Seven partridges," 

" You have no reason to complain then. Is supper 
ready?" . 

"Yes, all ready. We have waited nearly half an 
hour for you." 

Supper was served as soon as the fishermen had 
washed up, and after ,tea a consultation was held as to 
what should be done the next day ; and it was agreed, if 
the wind did not blow too hard, that the party would 
go up to the Upper Dam, and see what luck they would 
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have with the large trout, and filled with hopes of excit- 
ing sport on the morrow the young sportsmen turned in 
for a good night's sleep. 

The next day proved favorable for their trip to the 
dam, and, taking sufficient lunch for their dinner, the 
party left the sand-beach at eight o'clock. 

They pulled across to the lower landing, a little to 
the eastward of Camp Bellevue, in about an hour, and 
drew their boats up on the rocks some way from the 
water, as the place where they landed would be exposed 
should the wind come out suddenly from the north-west. 

A cart-road led up from the shore, and the boys fol- 
lowed this for nearly a quarter of a mile, when they 
came to a large wooden camp, which set end to the 
road in a little clearing. 

" Whose camp is that?" asked Claude. 

" It is the old Boston Club Camp," replied Frank. " It 
is not opened much now ; many of the members are 
dead, ;ind the club is about played out." 

" Did it belong to Boston men? " 

"Yes, most of them were from Boston." 

When they reached the dam they found five or six 
fishermen there, who were hard at work. 

Frank proposed a division of their forces, and his 
advice was followed. Three of the party went down 
on the piers and apron of the dam, George stopping 
with them, and the rest 'scattered along between the 
dam and the mouth of the river, accompanied by Frank. 
Thfey were to meet at the shop^near the dam, at one 
o'clock, for lunch. 

At the hour appointed the boys put in an appear- 
ance, and the guides brought forth the edibles^ which 
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were spread out on the carpenter's bench. A pail of 
water was procured from the camp, and dippers had 
been brought by the guides. 

An exchange of incidents followed the repast. 

Claude, Maynard, and St. Clair had been with George. 

Claude had hooked a " rousing " fish and lost it, but 
afterwards struck another one, which he managed to 
get near enough to the apron for George to scoop it up 
with the dip-net. It weighed a trifle short of two 
pounds. 

Maynard had " caught a snag" early in the forenoon, 
and spent the better part of his time in trying to free his 
line, which he finally recovered, with the loss of his flies 
and leader. He bent on a new leader and some " kill- 
ing" flies, and was rewarded with the capture of two 
chub, which he consigned to their native element with 
the most unequivocal expressions of disgust. 

St. Clair, after practising *' throwing a fly " for an 
hour without any luck, had made a very handsome cast, 
and struck a large trout, which threatened to haul him 
off the pier, and tow him down the river. He yelled 
for George, and, aided by his advice, after an hour's 
exciting play he reeled up his line sufficiently to bring 
the fish within the reach of the net, and George passed 
it under him and bailed him out, when it was found 
that he had been hooked in the tail. It weighed four 
pounds. 

" That was foul play," declared Foster. 

"You can't re-tat'l any such fish-story as that about 
here," said Robbins. 

" I suppose that fish thought he was backing out of 
water," chimed in Le Roy. 
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" The fellow who will perpetrate such a witticism as 
tliat should be /z^w-ished," asserted Adams. 

*' Don't. No more puns, for goodness' sake," cried 
Claude. 

Wingate secured a position on Morrill's Rock, and 
struck a ten-pounder soon afterwards, according to his 
own story. He did not have Very secure footing, and 
while playing his fish suddenly slipped and found himself 
playing in the water ; after a severe struggle he had 
scrambled on shore, assisted by Frank, who saw him 
fall off the rock, and hastened to his help. Wingate 
had hung to his rod, but when he reached the shore he 
found himself minus about twenty feet of line, which 
the trout had carried off, in addition to the flies and 
leader. The discomfited angler had then spent about 
an hour in wringing the water from his clothes, and 
drying himself by a fire Frank had kindled, and had 
just repaired his line and was ready to try it again, 
when he looked at his watch, which had not been in- 
jured, and found it was time for lunch. 

Foster and Smith, who had kept together all the fore- 
noon, had not met with any success, but were deter- 
mined to do better in the afternoon. 

Le Roy had stuck to a pool a short distance below 
Morrill's Rock, and had succeeded in coaxing out a 
couple of fine fish, which weighed respectively one and 
three-quarters and two and a half pounds. 

Adams and Robbins had taken a position on two 
rocks near the mouth of the river, and had not taken 
any fish, although they had succeeded in entangling 
their lines several times, each blaming the other for it. 
Robbins had also, while throwing his fly, caught his 
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hook in Adams' hat, and had nearly thrown him off the 
rock in so doing. Shortly afterward, Adams had gone 
*' sky fishing," as he expressed it, having caught his 
line in the limb of an old cedar, which drooped over 
the water ten feet above him, and it bad taken the com- 
bined science of both the friends to free his line. 

The guides and the boys laughed heartily as the dif- 
ferent experiences of each were related. 

In the afternoon they tried the trout again, with vary- 
ing success, and when they met at six o'clock, Claude, 
who had been talking with some of the strangers who 
were fishing at the dam, proposed that the party spend 
the night there, and get up early in the morning and try 
the fish. 

This plan did not strike all the boys favorably, and 
afler considerable debating it was arranged that May- 
nard, Claude, St. Clair, and Wingate, with Frank, 
should stop over, and the other five boys, with George, 
should return to their camp at Metalic Point. 

George and his party were to take the light boats, 
and part of the trout, and Frank and the other boys 
would return the next day in the guides' boat, and reach 
the camp in time for dinner. 

This arrangement made, those who were going down 
the lake started at once, as, the sooner they reached 
Metalic Point, the sooner they would get their supper, 
and they already felt the need of it. 

Frank's party, after wishing the others a safe return, 
went up to the Upper Dam Camp, found Mr. Cum- 
mings, and engaged supper, lodging, and breakfast. 

They were not a whit less hungry than their friends 
who had gone down the lake, and the call of the excel- 
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lent cook, " Supper is ready, gentlemen, — supper ! " fell 
pleasantly on their ears, and they were in n6 ways back- 
ward in responding. 

At the table they met several gentlemen from Boston 
and New York, who were pleasant and agreeable com- 
panions, and with whom they exchanged experiences. 

After tea was over, all hands gathered in the sitting- 
room of the camp, and some of the toughest fish-stories 
were told that our young friends ever heard ; they took 
but little stock in some of them. One old fisherman 
present, whose nose looked as if he knew what good 
brandy was, related the following, — a yarn so ridiculous 
that everybody roared with laughter when he finished. 
At this he seemed quite vexed, declaring it was a fact, 
causing another roar from his listeners, even louder than 
the first. 

He said that two years ago that month he was at the 
Upper Dam for a few weeks' fishing. One evening he 
went down to the mouth of the river, took a boat he 
kept there, and pulled' out near a large rock in the cur- 
rent, fastened his boat to this rock, and commenced to 
fish. He caught one or two small ones, and then 
"struck" a large fellow, that struggled desperately to 
escape. His line was silk, an unusually large and 
strong one. Thinking he could do better with the fish 
if his boat was out of the current, he managed to un- 
fasten the painter, and in a moment more he was 
floating out on the lake, the fish pulling so hard as to 
turn the boat around. Sitting down ne.ar the bow he 
commenced to reel in ; but the moment the trout felt the 
check he started, like a horse with the bit between his 
teeth, towarc} (he he^d of the lake, towing the boat after 
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him. The angler then became alarmed for his tackle, 
and laying his rod flat over the bow of his boat gave the 
" big one " thirty feet more line, thinking he would 
soon tire himself out, and that then he should capture 
the monster that he felt sure was at the end of his line. 
But things did not happen as he had planned, for the 
trout increased his speed every moment, and all of a 
sudden the boat went crash upon a sunken reef in the 
middle of the lake ; the rod was jerked out of his hands, 
and that was the last he ever saw of the fish or his rod. 
He took his hat and stuffed it into the hole in the bow 
of his boat, through which the water was pouring, and 
then stepping to the stern managed to push the boat off, 
and after an hour's labor reached the landing, having 
had only one oar in the boat. 

" And that trout, gentlemen," said the old disciple of 
Walton, " -^^iS four feet long^ and would weigh thirty 
poundsJ* 

After the shouts of laughter that greeted the end of 
his story had subsided, he appealed to Mr. McCard, the 
superintendent of the Dam, to back him up. 

" You remember that time, don't you, McCard?" 

" I can't say that I do," replied the superintendent, 
who knew that he was lying, but was too polite to tell 
him so. 

" That is about all the fish I can swallow in one 
night," remarked Claude, " and we may as well go to 
bed." 

Mr. Cummings had shown the boys two rooms adjoin- 
ing each other in the further camp, and they retired for 
the night; Claude and St. Clair occupying one, and 
Maynard and Wingate the other. Frank slept out in 
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the chamber in the top of the store-house, and promised 
to call them at four o'clock the next morning. 

The four boys were tired and sleepy, and it did not 
seem to them that they had.been in bed over two or 
three hours when they were awakened by Frank pound- 
ing on the door of their rooms. 

"Four o'clock, boys," he cried; "are you going to 
turn out?" 

"We'll be with you in a few moments," was St. 
Clair's answer, and the boys soon appeared, gaping and 
rubbing their eyes. 

The}' stepped around the corner of the building, and 
took their rods from the rack. It was scarcely light, 
and the air was cold and sharp ; but they did not mind 
it any, as they thought of the large trout that were await- 
ing their arrival at the Dam. 

Obtaining good positions on the apron or piers, they 
commenced trying their luck. A white frost covered all 
around them, and a better morning could not have been 
selected. Wingate struck the first fish, a splendid 
fellow, which was found to weigh afterwards four and 
a half pounds. It was as lively as an eel, and about all 
he could handle. His light rod bent nearly double, as 
the fish in its frantic efforts to escape darted hither and 
thither ; but the young angler played his trout with a 
dexterity that would have done credit to an old fisher- 
man, and after twenty-five minutes' hard work towed 
him suflSciently near for Frank to net him. The guide 
put him in a car, — a box with a door in it, made to fill 
with water, in which trout can be kept alive an indefinite 
length of time, — and then rushed to Claude, who had 
just sung out to him. 
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*' I believe I have struck a whale," he cried, as Frank 
reached him. "Just take hold of that rod a moment, 
and see if yoii don't think I have a large one." 

The guide took the rod and played the fish a few 
minutes before venturing to give an opinion. At length 
he said : — 

" That trout will weigh eight pounds if he'll weigh an 
ounce; you'll have to handle him carefully;" and he 
passed the rod back to Claude, and stood ready with the 
net to make a scoop for him when the proper time 
came. 

The trout was not only smart, but ugly, and seemed 
bent on mischief. He rushed up the stream and down, 
to the right and the lefl, once in his rage and fright 
jumping entirely clear of the water, so all saw 
him. 

" Holy Moses ! " cried the guide, in a flurry of excite- 
ment ; " he's a rouser ; don't lose him for any money." 

" Not if I know myself," returned Claude, keeping 
his eye on his tackle. 

The fish now tried another dodge: he went to the 
bottom and sulked, and Claude couldn't start him. He 
stopped down an age, as it appeared to the anxious young 
fisherman, and then came up like a shot and made a 
rush down stream. And now Claude really thought he 
should lose him. His line run out with the rapidity of 
lightning, and he had only a few yards left. 

" Check him ! " exclaimed Frank, " or he's a goner. 
Not too sudden, though." 

Just as he spoke, however, the fish made another 
turn, and darted up stream at an angle that enabled 
Claude to reel in a little. As soon as he had in all of his 
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slack line he began to draw out, and then the big battle 
commenced. 

By Frank's advice Claude kept the trout's mouth 
about even with the top * of the water, and in the 
strength of the current, to enable him to drown the 
obstinate fellow, and gave him but very little slack 
line. The fish was getting tired, and although it still 
thrashed the water with its tail, and jumped and rushed, 
it had lost some of the life and spirit that distinguished 
it in the beginning. In spite of the leviathan's efforts 
to break away Claude held him, his tackle standing 
the test nobly, and after a fight that had lasted an hour 
and thirty minutes Frank, as Claude expressed it, 
" went bail " for the prisoner, and he was safely landed 
on the apron. 

The other members of the party who had been watch- 
ing the exciting contest laid down their rods, and 
gathered around the trout to take a look at it. 

" You deserve a leather medal, Claude," cried Win- 
gate, as he gazed at the beauty. 

'' That is what you might call a trout," suggested 
Maynard. 

" I'll bet he'll weigh ten pounds," chimed in St. 
Clair. 

" He's a heavy one," echoed Frank. 
After the boys had suflSciently admired the fish 
it was put into the car with the others. Several other 
fish were caught, one of three, five, and two and a 
quarter pounds. At seven o'clock, Cummings blew 
the horn, and the boys went up to breakfast. After 
the meal was over they went back to the Dam, and 
had another try at the fish ; but they did not rise so 
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well as they had earlier in the morning, and at half- 
past nine o'clock they took their fish out of the car, and 
went up to the camp and weighed them. Two small ones 
had been added since breakfast, weigliing respectively 
one and one and a half pounds. When the hook of 
the scales was caught in the mouth of the large trout 
every one • gathered around. He weighed ten and a 
half pounds, and measured thirty-five inches in length, 
and Claude felt justly proud of his prize. 

*' I mean to send that trout to father," he remarked, 
after it had been weighed, " and let him see the kind 
of minnows we catch here." 

As two of the gentlemen who were stopping at the 
camp were going home by the way of Andover next 
day, and had ordered Thomas' team to come for them, 
they offered to call at the boys* camp as they went 
down the lake, and take the trout along with them, if 
Claude would have it properly packed. 

Claude accepted the offer with thanks, and spoke to 
Frank about it, and the guide obtained a box from Mr. 
McCard, and fitted a cover to it, and took it along with 
them when they went back to the point. 

As they walked down to the landing with their fish, 
the boys expressed themselves perfectly satisfied with 
their morning's sport. They had taken twenty-seven 
and three-quarters pounds of trout, — enough to last them 
in camp for several days, even after sending away the 
large one. 

Reaching the landing they cleaned all the fish, put- 
ting them in the box Frank had obtained at the Dam ; 
then, launching the guides' boat, they pulled down to 
their camp, arriving at half-past eleven. 
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The other boys met them at the beach, and when 
they saw the big trout there was a regular howl. 

" Isn't he a ripper I " exclaimed Foster. 

*' Yes. He's large enough to swallow an ordinary- 
sized trout," said Adams. 

" Of course it wouldn't be my luck to get such a 
trout as that," growled Robbins. 

" What pretty spots there are on him ! " put in Smith. 

" Who caught hini ? " asked Le Roy. 

" I did," replied Claude, modestly, " and shall send 
him home to father." 

The fish were all taken up to the tents, and two of 
the smaller ones were broiled for dinner. 

In the afternoon the boys scattered about, and 
amused themselves in several ways. 

Claude, with the two guides, went into the woods 
beyond the clearing, and procured a lot of moss, with 
which they returned to camp, and the large trout was 
carefully packed, the box nailed up, and directed. 
After this Claude wrote home a few lines, which he 
intended to send by mail from Andover, to let his 
father know the fish was coming, and to enable him to 
inquire at the proper express office in the city for the 
box, if it was not delivered at his residence in a reason- 
able time. 

" How long will it take the box to go through, 
Claude?" inquired St. Clair, who was interested for 
his friend to have it reach Boston in good order. 

'' If those men take it down to-morrow it will reach 
Andover to-morrow night, go through to Boston Friday 
night, and should be delivered at our house Saturday 
forenoon." 
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"Just in time for dinner, Sunday." 

''Yes; that fellow will make a splendid bake," 
added George. 

The only ripple of excitement that afternoon was 
occasioned by Smith, Foster, and Le Roy, who had 
been bantering each other since their arrival at the 
lakes about their respective merits as oarsmen. 

" I'll stump you fellows to a race," said Le Roy, 
after they had been talking an hour ; and he looked at 
Smith and Foster, to *see if they were likely to accept 
his challenge. • 

'Tm' your man," said Foster. "You can't knock 
any chips off my shoulder." 

" Fm ready at any time," declared Smith. 

" Then we will have the race now," cried Le Roy. 

The other boys, hearing the conversation, began to 
gather around the three aspirants for fame, and offered 
any help that was needed. 

" If you are going to have a race let it be done in 
good style. Each of you choose a judge, to begin 
with, and the three judges shall decide the race 
squarely, on its merits alone," proposed Claude. 

" I will have you for my judge," cried Foster. 

"I choose Frank Maynard," added Le Roy. 

" And you will act for me, St. Clair? " queried Srnith. 

" I shall be happy to." 

" Now, gentlemen," cried Claude, with befitting 
dignity for the occasion, "have you laid out your 
course ? " 

" No ! " exclaimed the three contestants. 

" If you are willing, your judges will arrange it for 
you." 
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The boys signified their assent to Claude's propo- 
sition. 

The judges then withdrew a short distance, con- 
ferred together a few minutes, and, returning to the 
rest of the party, announced the following course 
and rules. 

The course, as near as could be guessed at, was five 
miles. The boats were to start from the end of Metalic 
Point, go up the lake as far as Gull Rock, turning it on 
the starboard side, then make a slant towards Half 
Moon Island, keeping far enough away to avoid a 
sunken reef that makes out from the southern end; 
tlien, turning a few points to the south-east, pull 
straight back to the place of starting. As Le Roy was 
over a year older than the other two boys, and consid- 
erably stronger, the judges allowed Smith and Foster a 
hundred yards the start. Le Roy objected to this at 
first, and thought fifty yards was difference enough; 
but, as the judges insisted that it was fair, he yielded the 
point. No fouling was to be allowed, and each rower 
was to keep clear of the other's water. They were to 
start at the word " Go," from the time-keeper, Adams, 
and then do their level best. Claude was to remain at 
the point, and the guides were to take their boat and 
leave St. Clair on the western shore, half way between 
the point and the island, where, by climbing a tree, he 
could overlook the whole course perfectly. Maynard 
was to remain in the boat with them, the guides to anchor 
just at the end of the reef off the island, so as to remove 
•all danger. The boats were to keep outside of the 
judges* boat ; this would carry them clear of the shoal. 

The three oarsmen drew lots for position, and Le Roy 
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dbtained the inside, Smith had the middte, and Foster 
was outside. 

The arrangements having been completed, to the 
satisfaction of all, the guides started in their boat with 
St. Clair and Maynard. When they reached the reef 
and anchored they were to signal the party on the 
point with a white handkerchief tied to the blade 
of an oar, that was to be stepped in the forward thwart 
where the mast went. On the display of the signal the 
time-keeper was to start the boats. 

Claude had a good field-glass with him, and he 
watched the guides' boat until it was within a short 
distance of the island, and then directed his friends 
who were to take part in the race to get into their 
boats, pull around the point, and form in position. 

The day was so warm that each oarsman stripped 
down to shirt and drawers, and they looked as if they 
meant business. 

" Ready-! " cried Adams, standing at the water's edge 
with watch in hand ; " the signal is flying." 

The occupant of each boat sat bent forward, with oars 
in hand, and eyes on the time-keeper. 

At exactly half-past four he shouted " Go ! " and the 
six blades fell into the lake at the same moment, and 
the boats leaped through the water. 

Each boy had taken the boat that he always went in, 
feeling that he would do better in the one he was accus- 
tomed to, although the party would not allow that one 
boat possessed any advantage over the others ; and no 
doubt they were all equally as fast, as each had been* 
built on the same moulds, by the same man. 

The group on the point watched them with in- 
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tense interest, and kept up a running fire of small 
talk. 

*' I think Le Roy will beat," said Wingate, as they 
dashed off. 

" I don't know about that," replied Claude. " Foster 
is a tough little sardine, and pulls a strong oar for a boy 
of his size." 

" Smith is no slouch with an oar," asserted Robbins ; 
" I think he stands as good a chance as either Foster or 
Le Roy." 

" Foster is taking the lead, as sure as you're born," 
cried Adams. 

"Le Roy takes it cool enough, I hope," remarked 
Claude ; " both the other boats are gaining on him." 

" He knows what he is about," answered Maynard ; 
" he will sweat those fellows on the home stretch." 

The boats had now gone so far that Claude watched 
them through his glass, and reported their movements 
to the others. 

"They are rounding Gull Rock!" he exclaimed, 
after quite a silence ; " and I declare Smith is ahead. 
He has been making a spurt." 

" Then he'll lose the race," said Wingate ; " he wants 
all his wind for the last mile." 

"They have been thirty minutes," asserted Adams, 
looking at his watch. \ 

•" Pretty good time," assented Robbins. " Who is 
next to Smith?" 

Claude took another long look. 

" Foster, and Le Roy behind him," answered the 
judge. 
Another silence ensued, and the party on the point 
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strained their eyes to determine who was getting 
advantage. 

" By George, fellows I " exclaimed Claude, excitedly, 
"the tug of war is coming now. Foster is up with 
Smith, and Le Roy is gaining on both. They are just 
passing the guide's boat." 

" Let me take your glass a moment, Claude." 

The judge handed it to Wingate, who took a good 
look, then passed it to Adams, who in turn passed it to 
Robbins. 

" Smithy is going to get beat," cried the latter, as he 
took the glass from his eyes and handed it to Claude. 
" Foster is ahead of him, and Le Roy is even with 
Foster." 

Claude took another glance. 

" Bully for Le Roy I" he shouted ; " he has the lead 
now, and is coming like lightning." 

A few moments later, and the boats were near enough 
for the boys to make them out unaided by the glass. 

The guides' boat had left their anchorage and was 
pulling down to the shore to get St. Clair. They picked 
him up and then followed on. 

The race was now approaching an end. Le Roy was 
within hail of the party on shore, who cheered him 
lustily. He was a hundred feet ahead of Foster, and 
Smith was about three boat-lengths astern of Foster. 
As Le Roy shot by the point, Adams looked at hjs 
watch, and found the time was fifty-nine minutes. 
Foster turned the point in one hour and one minute, and 
Smith was only a minute behind him. 

The contestants jumped out of their boats, and ran up 
to the tent to procure sufficient clothing to keep them 
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from taking cold, as they were dripping with sweat, 
and then came down to the beach. The guides' boat 
had now arrived, and the judges gave their decision. 

The race had been pulled on the square, and Le Roy 
was adjudged the victor. Claude called for three cheers 
for him, and they were given with a vim, Foster and 
Smith joining in tliem as heartily as any one present. 

" Now, George," said St. Clair, " suppose we have 
some supper." 

" All right," returned the guide, and he turned his 
attention to the preparation of the meal. With Frank's 
assistance it was soon ready, and the boys sat down to 
the table with their usual hearty appetite. 

When they had satisfied their hunger they built a 
camp-fire, while the guides were taking their tea, and 
gathered about it for their customary evening chat. 

"What is the programme for to-morrow, fellows.?" 
queried Maynard, looking around at his friends. 

" I haven't thought of anything," answered Wingate. 

" I shall have to stop in camp," responded Claude, 
" in order to see those two gentlemen when they come 
down to send out that trout." 

" Suppose we all row down to the Arm," suggested 
Adams; "we have had plenty of hunting and fishing 
lately ; it will be a change for us." 

"Yes," added Le Roy, " and we can write some let- 
ters in the morning, and take them along with us." 

" We shall get all the news from the city, too,'* 
chimed in Foster. 

"What city?" queried Smith. 

" Andover." 

" Humph ! Do you call that a city ? " 
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" It looks like one, compared with Metalic Point.** 

The two glides had now joined them. 

*' Is it not time for those stores to be along that you 
sent for the other day, Frank? " interrogated Claude. 

" Yes, it is. Let's see, there's a team coming in to- 
morrow ; probably the3r'll be on it." 

" We were thinking of rowing down to the Arm to- 
morrow, if it's a good day ; none of the fellows seem to 
care to go gunning or fishing, and you might go down 
with us and get the stores." 

" I am ready to do whatever you say." 

The boys talked about it a short time longer, and then 
decided to visit the Arm the next day. 

The morrow came in fair and pleasant, the boys were 
up early, and all wrote letters home. 

At nine o'clock the boat containing the two gentle- 
men and their guide came along, and Claude informed 
them that his party had concluded to make a trip to the 
Arm that day, and would not trouble them to take the 
box. The boat accordingly kept on, and a few moments 
afterward the boys and the guides launched their boats, 
and followed. 

There was not a ripple on the water, and tlie boats 
went rapidly along, with but slight exertion on the part 
of the oarsmen. 

When they reached the lower part of the Narrows 
they noticed that the water had fallen at least six inches 
since they were there last, and several new rocks appeared 
above the water. 

" They will have a nice job getting through this hole," 
said St. Clair to Claude, " if anybody ever puts a steamer 
on these lakes." 
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*' They will have to blow out some rocks, that is one 
sure thing." 

" And they will have to build a very light-draft 
boat," added Foster. 

"Yesj" replied St. Clair; "build one like some of 
those Mississippi steamers we hear about, that run on a 
heavy dew." 

" They must have heavier dews out West than 
we do here," suggested Claude, laughing. 

" Of course they does^^ responded Foster. 

" Did you mean that for a joke? " asked St. Clair. 

" Certainly." 

*' Well, it's the cheapest attempt I have heard for 
some time. Don't try another, you will choke your- 
self." 

" No danger," grinned the coxswain. 

When the boys reached the lower lake they found 
it as smooth as a mirror, and its reflections were 
perfect. The trees around the shore, the mountains, 
and even the lightest and fleeciest cloud above them, 
was reproduced with a distinctness that almost startled 
them. 

They saw several flocks of ducks off Hardscrabble, 
and in Loon Bay several of those skilful divers were 
floating about, occasionally saluting them with their 
wild cry. Just below Spirit Island one came up 
within twenty feet of their boats, gazed at them a 
moment, and then went below. 

" That fellow must have known that we had no guns 
with us," remarked Wingate. 

"Yes," replied Maynard; "these birds are sharp 
fellows ; they know a thing or two." 
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It was twelve o'clock when the party reached the 
sand-beach at the Arm. They had not pulled very 
hard, as all they cdred about was to get there before the 
team went back. They found Macodemus there on 
their arrival, he having come instead of Thomas; 
he had brought their stores with him, also several let- 
ters and papers, and a package for Maynard. The 
young gentleman opened it at once, and found it to 
contain a handsome double-barrelled gun, to take the 
place of the one the moose had destroyed. His father 
had bought it and sent it by express as soon as he -had 
read his son's letter describing the shooting of the 
moose, and the loss of his gun. It was a timely present, 
and Maynard was touched by his father's thought- 
fulness. The boys handed him tlie letters they had 
brought down to mail, and Claude gave him his box of 
trout, charging him to see that it left Andover on the 
stage the next morning. Mac promised to attend to it 
himself, and to be over at the hotel when the stage left. 

Maynard, after opening his package, told Macode- 
mus about shooting the moose. 

" Where did you shoot him?" queried Mac. 

" Up toward the Richardson Farm, over on the back 
side of the ridge." 

" I thought you'd get a moose there," returned Maco- 
demus, giving his vest a pull ; " I've shot more than 
fifty round there myself. I never could make those 
guides believe it ; but I guess they'll think I can larn 
'em something now." 

" We saw a deer the other day at Metalic Pond," 
put in Wingate, the whole party having gathered about 
Macodemus, when they saw him talking* 
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" Deer ! why, the woods up here are full of 'em, if you 
only knew how to hunt 'em. Have you run across any 
wolves yet?" 

" Nary a wolf," responded Robbins. 

" Well, you look out for 'em. You'll run across 
some of 'em before you get back, I'll warrant, and 
they're the meanest, sneakingest cusses you ever saw. 
If they catch yer after dark you'll wish you was in 
camp." 

" Did you ever run across any.?" asked Claude, with 
a sly wink at the others. 

*' Me I " exclaimed Macodemus, in a good deal such 
a tone as a man would use when he felt insulted ; " why> 
I was treed by a pack of 'em just below the Narrows, 
on the east side of the lake, two years ago come 
November, and like to froze and starved to death. I 
was in that tree four nights and three days without a 
mouthful to eat." 

" You don't say so ! " cried Claude. 

" Yes, sir ; and those brutes were so hungry that they 
pitched into one of their number, and eat him up before 
my eyes." 

'' I should have thought you would have been so 
sleepy you would have tumbled out of the tree," said 
Adams. 

" Oh, I tied myself to the tree in the first of it, and, 
when the wolves were driven off, I was so stiff I 
couldn't move. Frank Merrill and Fred Barker had to 
help me down." 

** How did they find you? " questioned Le Roy. 

*' They were on their way to the Upper Dam, and 
heard me holler. They made for the tree, and Frank 
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shot one of the wolves before the others would leave. 
He's got the skin to home now. It was the largest 
wolf I ever saw ; but I shall have ter harness my horses 
now. Hope you'll keep on enjoying yourselves ; " and 
Macodemus turned away to look after his team. 

The boys laughed, and went into the camp to eat 
their dinner, the guides having brought lunch for 
all. 

While they were eating, the team drove away, and 
when they came out of the camp they were vexed to 
find that the wind was breezing up fast, and in addition 
was dead ahead. 

The party went down to the landing, and found 
George and Frank with the stores ; they were looking 
up the lake, and speaking about the wind. 

" I don't think we had better leave here before even- 
ing," said George, as the boys gathered around them. 

" The wind don't blow any harder than it did the 
day we pulled up to the island, after shooting the 
skunk," answered Maynard. 

" It is increasing every minute," added Frank, '' and 
if we start we won't get any farther than Spirit Island, 
and it will take us two hours to reach that." 

"Do you think the wind will go down with the 
sun ? " asked Claude. 

" I don't know," replied George, as he looked at the 
sky ; " we are going to have what we call a dry blow 
down here, and you will see more wind in an hour than 
you have seen any time since you've been about the 
lakes. I think we had better take the boats up high 
and dry; you can see these waves roll higher every 
moment." , 
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" If there is any risk in going, we had better stay 
here," ventured St. Clair. 

" I don't mean to say," remarked George, " that we 
should risk our lives ; but there will be a nasty sea on, 
the stores will be likely to get wet, and every one of us 
will be soaking before we could reach the Narrows ; 
besides that, if it blows the way I think it will, we 
would have our labor for our pains, for we should not 
get up there until the wind went down." 

" We will stop here, then," decided Claude. 

"If it should blow all night, as it may possibly," 
said Frank, "you can be more comfortable here than 
you could if we had to go on shore and camp after we 
had started." 

" That is so," agreed Adams. 

The boats were now carried up high on the beach, 
and the stores taken back to the camp. The wind had 
steadily increased, and the boys all thought that the 
guides had adopted a wise course in not starting. 

"Suppose the wind don't go down at sundown," 
queried Wingate, "and we have to stop here all 
night, what have we to eat?" 

" Not much of anything, I guess," answered Claude. 

" That will be rough," put in Robbins. 

"What was there among those stores, George ?'- 
asked Le Roy, who took an interest in the supper 
business. 

" Sugar, pork, Indian meal, cheese, and potatoes." 

" No coffee or tea ? " 

*' Not a bit. We have plenty of those in camp." 

" Oh, well, that^is not so bad," declared Claude, who 
always looked on the bright side of things ; " I will bet 
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our cooks can get up a meal out of the things George 
mentioned, that we can eat if we are hungry." 

" Who likes frogs? " here broke in Smith. 

" I do," replied Claude and St Clair. 

The other boys had never eaten them, and were not 
prepared to answer the question. 

" Suppose we go frogging," suggested Smith ; " and 
have some fried for supper." 

" How are you going to fry them?" asked Adams. 

" That* s easy enough," replied Frank; "we have 
pork and potatoes, and there is an old frying-pan here." 

"How are you going to catch them, Smith?" 
queried St. Clair. 

" Tie a fish-hook to the end of a little pole, go down 
to that mud-hole back of the beach, and we can get all 
we want. I saw a lot of them in there when we went 
down to the shore." 

"Where are the fish-hooks coming from?" asked 
Robbins. 

" I have three with me, and probably some of the 
other boys can raise one or two." 

Seven fish-hooks were found in the party, and these 
were soon tied to the ends of seven small alder-poles 
cut by the guides. The party then went down to the 
mud-pond, and fished for frogs for over an hour, 
securing seventy-one. These were all killed before 
their hind legs, the only part of them eatable, were cut 
off. The legs were then skinned and washed, and the 
meat looked white and palatable. 

" I suppose some people cut off frogs' legs while they 
are alive, when they catch them," remarked Foster, 
while the boys were cleaning tliem. 
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" The person who would do that is a brute," said 
Claude, warmly ; and the writer is of his opinion. 

The wind still continued to blow a gale, and there 
seemed no prospect of its going down before dark. 

*' I guess we are in for it all night here, boys," 
ejaculated St. Clair, as they went up to damp with 
their frogs' legs. 

"It don't matter. Variety is the spice of life," 
answered Maynard. 

" I hope our tents will stand," said Wingate. 

" They were pitched firm, and I think we shall find 
them all right," returned George. 

It was now iive o'clock, and preparations were made 
for supper. The boys, as they had nothing else to do, 
volunteered to help the guides, and all were soon busily 
employed. A fire was made in the old stove, potatoes 
washed and sliced, pork cut, some spider-cakes made, a 
frog-fry attended to, and at half-past six the party set 
down to supper. It was the roughest meal they had 
eaten since leaving home ; but they were hungry, and 
" pitched in" with a will. They had cold water fresh 
from the spring to drink, and they declared it tasted as 
good as tea, althpugh if the tea had been there I have 
no doubt they would have drank it. 

After the guides had eaten, Robbins proposed a 
camp-fire out-doors, but George declared it would not 
do to build one, the wind blew so hard, as there was 
danger of setting the woods on fire. But they kept up 
the fire in the old stove until about nine o'clock, when 
they all turned in. It was snug stowing, but as it was 
only for one night the}*^ did not mind it, and no one 
made any fuss. The wind blew as hard when they 
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went to bed as it had at sundown, but when the guides 
turned out in the morning it was a dead calm. They 
called the boys, for it had been decided that, if the 
weather was suitable for a start in the morning, they 
would leave early, and not breakfast until they arrived 
at camp. 

By half-past five they were afloat and pulling up 
the lake, and at eight o'clock they landed on Metalic 
Point. The boats were secured, and the stores taken 
up to camp, and then the guides set about getting 
breakfast. 

The tents were found all right, and nothing had 
been touched. 

The rest of the day, as also Saturday and Sunday, 
nothing occurred worth relating, except that at the 
usual '' pow-wow '* on Sunday evening, as some of the 
young fellows called their talks around the camp-fire, 
they made up their minds that they had stopped on 
Metalic Point as long as they cared to, and agreed to 
break camp, and move up to Mosquito Brook the next 
morning. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

CAMPING AT MOSQJJITO BROOK. 

After breakfast on Monday morning the usual 
bustle incidental to a removal was seen going on about 
the camp. But the work was finally completed, and 
when the boys and the guides were satisfied that noth- 
ing of any consequence had been left behind, they took 
their places in the boats and pulled away from the 
point. 

"Are you going outside of the island?" asked, 
Claude of the guides as his boat passed them. 

"No,*' answered George; "we will run close to 
Black Point, and keep inside of Ship Island.** 

" Don't pull too hard, boys, and keep a good look- 
out for the bottom," shouted Frank, as the other boats 
passed him"; " there are lots of rocks and several shoal 
places in the vicinity of the island." 

"We'll keep our weather-eye open," yelled Foster, 
the coxswain of the Fairy, in return. 

When they left Metalic Point they had a light north- 
west wind ; but it increased in power very fast, and by 
the time they had reached the island it blew a stiff 
breeze. Under the lee of the island the boy's boats lay 
to, until the guides came up with them. 

'^ It's too rough to land on that beach," said Claude, 
nodding toward the strip of sand in front of the camp. 
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" Yes, it is," answered George ; " we shall have to 
pull into the mouth of the brook. Your boats will 
have to follow us ; there is a bar right off the mouth of 
the brook, and you will be likely to stick on it if you 
take the lead." 

"Go ahead, then," cried Claude, "and we will 
follow you." 

The guides* boat accordingly went aKfead, and the 
boys followed, and the little flotilla pullecl into the 
mouth of the brook, which was scarcely large enough to 
contain all the boats. 

Mr. Newton, who kept Whitney's camp, had been 
watching the boats come up the lake, and now walked 
down to the landing to meet the guides, with whom he 
was acquainted. 

" How are you, George? How are you, Frank?" he 
said, as he reached the party. 

" First-rate," replied the guides. 

"How do you find yourself, Harvey?" queried 
George. 

" Oh, so as to be about." 

" What's the news? " inquired Frank. 

" Nothing particular," answered Harvey, then turn- 
ing to the young boatmen, he queried, " Are you having 
a good time, boys ? " 

"First-rate!" "Red-hot!" "Bang-up!" "Bully!" 
" Never had a better time in my life ! " exclaimed dif- 
ferent members of the party together. 

"You have some nice boats with you." 

" Yes, they are very fine boats," returned Claude. 

" What are they worth?" 

" Seventy dollars apiece." 
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" Sho ! That's a pretty good price." 

" And these are pretty good boats." 

" I like the looks of *em better than I do the Indian 
Rock bo^ts. Who made them ? " 

" They were built in South Boston, by Fred Graves." 

'^ Where are you going to camp, George ? " and Harvey 
turned from Claude to the guide. "You can use that 
little camp ifiyou want to ; there's nobody in it now." 

'' There's a pretty place in among those pines," sug- 
gested St. Clair. 

" You can set up your tents there, if you want to," said 
Harvey. 

" Then do it," said Claude to the guides. 

The tents were accordingly pitched among the trees a 
little north of the house, and the stores brought up to 
the camp. The boats had been taken out of the water 
and turned over, so they were in no danger. 

"This is a very pleasant place, Mr. Newton," re- 
marked Claude, gazing about him. 

." Yes, we think it a very good situation. We have a 
fine view of the lake from the house, and of some of 
the mountains also." 

" Who owns this camp ? " 

"J. P. Whitney, and several other gentlemen." 

" Where does Whitney belong?" 

"In Boston, I believe; but he is doing business in 
California now." 

" Does he ever come on here ? " 

" Yes ; nearly every year." 

" What do they call this Mosquito Brook for?" inter- 
rogated St. Clair, who was standing near. " Because 
tliere are so many mosquitoes here ? " 
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"I giiess not," replied Harvey, with a smile. '*I 
never saw any more mosquitoes here than at any other 
place around the lakes." 

" This is quite a house," said Claude, looking at the 
building. 

" Yes, it is. Wouldn't you }ike to take a look through 
it?" 

"Very much. Come on, fellows;" tod the boys 
joined Harvey and Claude. 

Mr. Newton took the party in by the front entrance 
and showed them all through the house, telling them 
many things of interest in connection with it. 

The building was two stories and a half, with pitched 
roof, and was clapboarded and shingled outside. It set 
end toward the lake, and a broad piazza extended the 
whole length of the house in front, furnishing a very 
pleasant lounging-place. The main entrance was in 
front, a wide, high door, opening from the centre 
directly into the sitting-room. There was a large win- 
dow each side of the door, both overlooking the lake. 
There was a laige, old-fashioned fire-place on the north 
side of the room, suggestive of entire comfort on cool 
evenings. Back of this was an entry and the kitchen. 
From the entry a flight of stairs led to the second ^tory, 
where were six comfortable sleeping-rooms, each hand- 
somely furnished, and all lathed and plastered. Above 
them was the attic floor, containing store-rooms, and 
sleeping apartments for the guides. There was a good 
cellar under the house, and among the out-buildings was 
a well-filled ice-house. 

The sitting-room contained many articles of interest 
to the boys, and so much taken up were they in examin- 
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ing all the curious things that George came to them 
and announced dinner before they had thought of its 
being noon. 

Thanking Mr. Newton for his kindness the party 
adjourned to their tent. 

" Come in any time when I am here," said Mr. New- 
ton, as the boys left the house. 

" Thank you," replied Claude ; " we shall be pleased 
to visit you again, and you must come and see us." 

" 1*11 drop in on you this afternoon," returned Harvey. 

"Do you know what that house cost, George?" 
asked Claude, as they walked to the tent. ^ 

" Three thousand dollars, I believe." 

*'I mean to make father build a camp down here 
some time," remarked the young gentleman; "he 
would have twice as good a time here as he would 
going to Newport or Saratoga." 

"And FU pitch into my father to go in with him," 
chimed in St. Clair. 

"That would just suit me," added Claude, as they 
sat down to dinner. 

In the afternoon it blew so hard that the boys did not 
care to go out on the water, and they spent the time 
around the camp. Harvey Newton called on them, and 
they had a long talk with him about the lake country. 
They also took a short walk about the clearing, getting a 
good idea of the lay of the land. Supper was not served 
until seven o'clock, and, as a general feeling of fatigue 
seemed to pervade the party, the boys retired early. 

Tuesday morning the young campers started for the 
Upper Dam immediately after breakfast, accompanied 
by the two guides, to make another raid on the trout. 
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The wind was north-west, but they reached the landing 
before it blew very hard, and carried their boats up 
some way from the water. They had gone on shore at 
the lower landing, and in two or three hours more a 
heavy sea would be breaking in on the rocks. The 
guides had brought dinner with them, the party intend- 
ing to spend the entire day fishing. 

Reaching the Dam they scattered about, each fellow 
choosing his own fishing-stand. It did not prove a 
lucky time for fishing, however, as during the whole 
forenoon there were but three fish taken, although the 
boys could see that the water was full of them. Either 
the fish were not . hungry, or they had an objection to 
leaving the water that day. The young anglers tried 
both flies and worms ; but the trout were not to be 
cajoled into taking a hook, much to the vexation of the 
young gentlemen who handled the rods. 

"Confound them!" cried Claude, at last; "why 
don't they take hold." 

" They are not anxious for a berth in a fkying-pan," 
responded St. Clair, who stood near him. 

At noon, when they took their lunch, only five 
pounds of trout had been taken, — one by Foster weigh- 
ing a pound and a half, a two-pounder by Smith, and a 
pound and a half fish by Robbins. 

" We might go up to Trout Cove and try it, if you 
want to lug your boats over," suggested George, when 
they were done dinner. 

" Where is Trout Cove? " asked Claude. 

" Over here about half a mile. We could put the 
boats into the water at the other end of the Dam on the 
upper side, then row up." 
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"Why, that is a regular devil's hole above the 
Dam," said Maynard ; "all stumps, rocks, roots, and 
everything else mixed up." 

The guides laughed. 

"That won't trouble us any," returned Frank; 
" there is a clear channel in the middle." 

" But there is a long reach of rapid water," 
urged St. Clair, " after you get up the river a short 
distance." 

" Thafs nothing; we can pole up that," and 
George laughed at the idea of a little swift water stop- 
ping him. 

" Do you think we will get any fish if we go 
up there?" queried Claude, — " tliat is, enough to pay 
us for the trouble ? " 

" I can't tell about that. I know it is considered 
one of the best places about here for trout; and as 
we haven't been there at all I thought perhaps we had 
better try it." 

"I go in for giving the place a trial, an)rvsray," de- 
clared Adams ; " we might as well spend the afternoon 
in that manner as any other." 

All hands accordingly went down to the landing to 
take the boats across. 

" We can't lug your boat over," said Claude to the 
guides, " it is too heavy." 

" I didn't mean to take ours," answered George. " It 
would take us a week to get that across." 

George and Frank picked up one of the boats, and 
the other two, with all the oars and paddles, were car- 
ried by the young fishermen. 

" How the waves roll up here ! " remarked Claude, 
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while at the landing ; " do you think the wind will go 
down by night?" 

"Yes; and there won't be any sea to trouble us 
after six o'clock." 

The boats were so li^t that the party took them 
over t© the Dam without any difficulty, only stopping 
once to rest, and they were lifted careftilly down the 
bank and put in the water. George and Frank each 
took a setting-pole with them, one going in the Go 
Ahead, and the other in the Water Witch. The guides 
also cut a pole for Claude, and told him to follow them, 
and when they reached the swift water to watch them 
and do just as they did. 

The boats were only calculated to carry three per- 
sons, but the guides kneeled down in the bottom, while 
the boys pulled up the channel. When the boats 
reached the swift water the oars were taken in, and 
the coxswains ordered to paddle, and the two guides 
stood carefully up in the boats, and, taking their poles, 
began working them up the rapids. Foster, the cox- 
swain of the Fairy, faced the other boats, and as soon as 
the other crews stopped rowing he spoke to Claude 
and St. Clair, who took in their oars. Claude then 
stood up, and, taking the setting-pole, watched the 
guides. He was handy in a boat, and by paying close 
attention to the movements of the guides, aided by Fos- 
ter, who paddled well and helped steer the boat, he 
succeeded in taking the Fairy up without any acci- 
dent. Reaching the smooth water above the rapids 
places were selected to fish, and the boats anchored by 
a stone tied to the painter. The rods were then put 
together, and the fishermen commenced work. 
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f But it really seemed as if all the trout in the lakes 
had entered into a conspiracy not to be caught, for in 
spite of the efforts of the party, every one of whom did 
his best, seconded by the guides, who were both expert 
anglers, only one trout was taken, a three-pounder, and 
he was hooked by accident. 

A little after five the boys reeled up their lines, took 
their rods apart, anchors were pulled up, and the boats 
went down the rapids in the same order they came up. 
The setting-poles were not needed in going down, the 
current being strong enough to take the boats along at a 
swift pace, and the coxswain of each boat kept it clear 
of rocks by a turn of the paddle in either direction 
needed. Below the rapids the oars were manned, and 
the boats soon reached the Dam, without having touched 
a rock or a stump. Taking them out of the water, 
they were carried back to the landing, reaching it at 
half-past six. The wind had entirely gone down, and 
the sea was of no account, there being only a little 
ground-swell left, that was growing less each moment. 
It was two miles to Mosquito Brook, and they made 
the distance in half an hour. The boats were attended 
to as usual, and the party went up to camp. 

Harvey came over to see what luck they had had. 

" None at all," said Claude, " we only took four fish 
all day, weighing all together eight pounds." 

" Well, you can't expect good luck all the time," re- 
turned Harvey, pleasantly. 

' ' I suppose not. Won't you take some supper with 
us ? " asked Qaude, politely. 

" I guess not. I'm much obliged to you, but I have 
just been to supper." 
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" We have some of the best moose-meat you ever eat 
in your life," urged Claude. 

'' I guess I won't have any to-night, but 1*11 take 
breakfast with you in the morning, if you say so, for the 
sake of trying the moose. George told me about one 
of you shooting it." 

"All right; come over in the morning; we shall 
breakfast about eight o'clock." 

"Come in and see me after you have your supper, 
and I will make up a fire in the front room ; it is going 
to be a little chilly this evening." 

" We will, if you say so." 

"I should like to have you first-rate; have George 
and Frank come with you." 

"All right." 

Harvey went back to the house, and the boys turned 
their attention to supper. After eating, and when the 
guides had finished their work, all hands made a call 
upon Harvey. He had built a rousing fire in the huge 
fireplace, and the sticks crackled and snapped away 
merrily, as if welcoming the visitors to the camp. The 
flame lit up the room so well that lamps were not 
needed, and in the fantastic firelight the boys sat talk- 
ing and joking until after ten o'clock. They left at 
half-past ten, assuring their pleasant host that they had 
passed a charming evening, and told him not to forget 
his promise to breakfast with them in the morning. At 
eleven o'clock they retired. 

They had scarcely gone to sleep when all hands were 
awakened by a tremendous noise that came from the 
lake. Yells and shouts, and coarse singing, interspersed 
with oaths, came to their ears on the still night air". It 
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seemed as if suddenly that peaceful region had been 
turned into Pandemonium, and a band of fiends had 
been set loose to destroy the quiet that reigned about 
them. 

The noise grew louder, and sounded nearer each 
moment, and it was plain that some party was coming 
into the brook. 

George and Frank, who slept in the store-tent, jumped 
up and dressed, and came to the boys' tent. 

"What is the row down there, George?" asked 
Claude, who had heard the guides talking. 

" I don't know ; a party of regular Modocs are land- 
ing here, I guess, and by the sound I should judge they 
were full of rum. We are going to look around a 
little." 

'' I hope they are not going to camp here," remarked 
Claude, as the guides moved off. 

" If they are, let* s get away from here to-morrow," 
said St. Clair ; " I don't want to be near such a set of 
roughs." 

" My goodness ! hear them swear," added Maynard ; 
" and by the sound I should think they were fighting. 
They are a regular set of pirates." 

" Not the kind of company we wish to keep, at all 
events," chimed in Adams. 

" Lef s get up and take a look at them," proposed 
Smith. 

" No ! no ! don't do any such thing," urged Claude. 
" Frank and George are down there, and they will tell 
us about them when they come back." 

A few moments later Frank came up to the tent. He 
said George was stopping down there to look after the 
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boats. It was the roughest crowd he had ever seen about 
the lakes, and they were so drunk he wondered how 
they had ever come up the lake without capsizing. 
There were six of them in one boat, and they had no 
tent. He had learned from their conversation that they 
were from Lewiston and Auburn, and only one of them 
had ever been to the lakes before. According to their talk 
they were going to Richardson Pond, and then across to 
Parmachenee Lake. 

" I hope they'll start in the morning, then," said 
Claude. 

" If they stop here we shall have to keep some one 
in camp all the time," replied George, "for I don't 
think they'd have any hesitation in stealing anjiihing 
they took a fancy to. It was so dark down there I 
couldn't see much, but as near as I could make out from 
what they said, the principal part of their stores is 
liquor." 

" But I thought this was private property, to a certain 
extent. Don't Mr. Whitney have a lease of the land 
here ? " queried Claude. 

"Yes ; he has a lease of the land around the camp here." 

" Then Mr. Newton can order them off." 

" But suppose they won't go ; they are ugly enough 
to fight at the least provocation." 

"Well, if they don't go, we will," said Maynard. 
" I would not camp within five miles of such a crowd 
as that." 

"Don't make up your mind in a hurry. We'll see 
how they look by daylight; I am going down now to 
see what George is about, and when we come back I 
will stop in again." 



Digitized 



by Google 



Adventures at Rangeley Lakes. 257 

" That is right," remarked Claude. 

After the guide went away, the boys talked excitedly 
among themselves. They were very much dissatisfied 
with the new arrivals. If they were to be in fear of 
their things being stolen whenever they were away from 
camp, they should not take half the plej^sure that they 
had before. Then the presence of such a company as 
had just landed at the brook was utterly distasteful to 
them, for they were all young gentlemen, and although 
they might occasionally make use of a few slang 
expressions, or perhaps, under some sudden excitement, 
make use of a few words that were foreign to their 
nature, they had no taste for billingsgate or blasphemy, 
and did not care to hear it. "Cling to the right ! "was 
the motto of the party, and they intended it should not 
only govern their actions, but their speech. They all 
concluded that if the unwelcome visitors who had so 
suddenly appeared, intended to stop there any length of 
time, they would leave at once. 

George and Frank now came in, and the boys eagerly 
questioned them. 

The guides told them that they had taken the light 
boats, and carried them up several rods from the shore, 
where they considered them safe, if any of the Modocs 
should go to stumbling around in the night. The 
drunken party had crossed the brook, and were going 
to camp down in the bush, and the guides thought they 
might all go to sleep now, as they did not anticipate any 
trouble before morning. 

It was some time before our young friends could 
close their eyes, so excited were they over the event of 
tlie last hour ; but, after tossing about for a while, sleep 
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gradually overpowered them, and it was six o'clock 
when they awoke. They dressed rapidly and went out, 
and found that neither George nor Frank were up. This 
was something unusual, and Claude went to call them. 
He found them fast asleep, and, shaking, them a little, 
the guides awoke with a start. 

" You have overslept, I guess," said Claude, smil- 
ing. 

"Yes, I guess we have. You see, Mr. Emerson, 
we did nbt turn in until two o'clock. We did not 
know but what those fellows might come up here nosing 
about, and we thought if they did we had better be up. 
We kept watch until two o'clock, and not hearing any- 
thing of them we concluded it would be safe to turn in. 
I suppose we overslept, going to bed so late." 

" Oh, it is nothing," returned Claude ; " there is no 
hurry for breakfast ; we will have it whenever you get 
ready." 

Harvey came over at half-past seven, and Claude had 
a long talk with him on the situation. Mr. Newton 
promised to stand by the boys if there was any trouble, 
but did not think it advisable to order the Modocs off if 
they behaved themselves. 

While breakfast was cooking, several of the boys 
went down and took their boats back to the beach, and 
turned them over in the usual manner. St. Clair, who 
was in the party, noticed several boxes and packages 
scattered about on the sand, but he did not touch them. 
The boat that the Modocs had come in was pulled up a 
few feet on the beach, but was not secured in any man- 
ner. There was a good deal of water in it, and it was 
evident that it leaked badly. The oars were lying on 
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the beach, partly in the water, as if they had been thrown 
there without any thought. 

The boys went back to camp and reported what they 
had seen. Breakfast was ready, and they, with Mr. New- 
ton, sat down to the table, the new-comers furnishing 
the principal topic of conversation. Their guest was 
pleased with the bill of fare, and after the meal was 
over Harvey started for the Upper Dam, he having 
some business to transact there, and promised to be 
back by noon. 

While the guides were eating, Robbins noticed one 
of the Modocs at the shore, and Claude and St. Clair 
went down to see what he was about. 

When they reached the beach they found the Modoc 
had turned the Fairy over, and was about putting her 
into the water. 

" Let that boat alone, if you please," said Claude, as 
he and St. Clair stepped down beside it. 

The Modoc, who was bending over the boat to lift it, 
straightened up and stared at Claude, with a look that 
would have annihilated him had he been easily scared. 
He was a great, lumbering, heavy fellow, and would 
weigh two hundred. A rough beard covered his face, 
and his hair hung at such a length about his head that 
it was evident he had not se^en a barber for a long time. 
His eyes were glassy and bloodshot, and from the fumes 
of cheap whiskey that reached the nostrils of the boys 
they felt assured that he had been drinking before com-- 
ing down to the lake. Take him altogether, he was as 
hard a looking ticket as they had ever seen. Finding 
the boys did not run when he looked at them he conde- 
scended to reply to Claude's remark. 
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" Fm going out fishin' in this boat." 

" No, you are not," returned Claude, coolly ; " these 
three boats belong to us, and we do not lend them." 

"Well, I didn't ask yer to lend 'em, did I?" 
growled the Modoc, as he threw a fishing-pole that 
would weigh about five pounds into the Fairy, scarring 
the paint on the gunwale ; " I'm goin' ter take it with- 
out borrowing ; " and he bent over again to pick up the 
boat. 

Claude caught him by the collar, and, giving him a 
quick jerk, sent him sprawling backwards on the 
sand. 

" Take the oars and paddle up to camp, St. Clair,*' 
cried Claude, keeping one eye on the Modoc, who 
jumped to his feet as mad as a March hare. 

St. Clair took the fishing-rod and tossed it into the 
Modoc's boat, then gathered up the oars and paddle. 
As the rowlocks were fastened to the oars, the boat 
could not be used without them very handily. 

'' Drop those oars, you young cub," bellowed the 
Modoc, as he advanced threateningly towards the 
boys. 

"Not much !" exclaimed St. Clair, as he went up 
to the camp. 

" Git out of this now," yelled the Modoc; " Fm goin 
to take one o' these boats, and if yer don't keep out the 
way Fll smash yer head." 

"I don't intend to leave here, neither can you touch 
the boats," answered Claude, standing his ground with- 
out flinching. 

" Then take that, yer little cuss," yelled the Modoc, 
as he doubled up his fist and aimed a blow at Claude, 
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that, had it hit him, would have sent him a rod at 
least. 

But Claude had watched him closely, and when the 
ruffian " struck out," the young gentleman jumped 
lightly aside, and the clumsy Modoc went to the 
ground from the effects of his misspent force. But he 
immediately scrambled to his feet, and turned on 
Claude again, who, thinking it about time to act on the 
defensive, struck square from tlie shoulder, and took 
the Modoc fairly between the eyes, tipping him back- 
wards into the water. Claude was as muscular a 
young fellow as you would find at eighteen, having at- 
tended the gymnasium on Eliot street constantly for 
three years ; in addition to which he. had taken lessons 
in sparring and fencing from an excellent teacher, and 
knew how to take care of himself. He was not quarrel- 
some, and at home never was in any rows ; but he had 
confidence in his own powers, and was always ready to 
protect himself. 

The Modoc scrambled out of the water furious with 
rage, not perhaps so much on account of the ducking 
he had received, as at the idea of a young snipper- 
snapper, as he had mentally termed him, daring to 
strike him, and, above all, knock him over. This galled 
him, and, with a regular howl, he rushed at Claude 
again, just as St. Clair and the rest of the party came 
hastening down to the beach. 

This time the villain tried to clinch him ; but Claude 
knew if the Modoc once had hold of him his chances 
would not be equal, and he dodged him, putting out 
his foot as he did so, and the belligerent rough stumbled 
and went over again. As he fell, Claude looked up 
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and saw that help was at hand, and jumped on the 
Modoc's back, causing him to lay flat on the ground. 

*' Look out for his legs, Claude," said St. Clair, as he 
grabbed the Modoc's hands. "Jump on his back, 
Maynard, and help hold him down. Punch him if he 
attempts to stir." 

" Let me up," growled the Modoc, trying to throw 
the boys off his body. But this was no easy task, as 
Claude held his legs, St. Clair his hands, and Maynard, 
who was astraddle of his back, had his hands about 
tlie bully's neck, squeezing it rather more than was 
pleasant. 

"Don't be in a hurry about getting up," answered 
Maynard. 

"Yer needn't be afeard; I won't hurt any of ye," 
panted the Modoc. 

" No, I don't think you will," replied Claude, dryly. 
"Foster, go up to camp, and get me about two yards 
of stout marline." 

" All right, Claude ; " and the young gentleman hur- 
ried away as if on a pleasant errand. 

He was eone scarcely a moment, and returned with 
the cord, accompanied by the guides, who, as they 
had not heard the noise, having been busy with their 
breakfast, were rather astonished at the proceedings. 

Foster handed Claude the marline, and the hero of 
the. affray, who was good at tying knots, securely bound 
his prisoner's legs together, then tied his hands behind 
his back. 

"What are you up to?" asked George and Frank 
in a breath, as they gazed from the Modoc to 
Claude. 
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*' We have captured a Modoc," replied Claude, with 
a smile. 

"Jupiter Pluvius! here come the others," said 
Maynard, who had risen to his feet after he and Claude 
had turned the Modoc over on his back. 

"Then yer'll all get yer heads mashed," cried the 
defeated foe, who had heard the remark* 

Claude glanced up the brook. Sure enough the rest 
of the motley crew, five in number, were coming down 
to the landing. 

If a general fight ensued, Claude was afraid that 
their boats, being very light, might get hurt, and he 
gave his orders accordingly. 

"George, take the Fairy, and Frank, the Go Ahead ; 
Le Roy and Adams, the Water Witch, and Foster, the 
oars and paddles to both boats, and carry them up to 
the tents ; then hurry back here, for we may as well 
settle this matter now as any other time." 

" But — " commenced Frank. 

"No buts!" exclaimed Claude, shaiply; "do as I 
tell you, and then come back." 

The boats were carried up as he had ordered, and 
the Modocs reached the beach a moment after they had 
been taken away. 

"Close up, fellows, and stand firm," said Claude, 
as he stepped back a few paces from the scoundrel who 
lay on the sand. 

*' What's the matter, what does this mean?" cried 
two of the Modocs, as they noticed their companion. 

" Lem' me up, and FU tell you, Tom;" and while 
Tom untied the prostrate villain, the two parties 
watched each other narrowly. 



264 Eastward^ Ho I or^ 

" Now, what's that young imp o' Satan?" yelled the 
Modoc, with oaths that I will not soil my pages by 
writing ; " whar is he, I say ? " 

" Whafs eatin' yer, anjrway. Bill?" queried the one 
who had been called Tom. 

The angry ruffian told his story, giving anything but 
a correct version of the affair, making out that the 
whole party had attacked him with clubs and stones. 

"How'd yer get wet?" asked another Modoc, 
noticing his companion's dripping clothes. 

"Tumbled inter the lake;" and, as he saw Claude 
smiling, he roared out, ''now less pitch inter these 
milk-sops and toss 'em into the drink." 

" Don't you do it," warned St. Clair, and as the 
crowd of roughs who were about to precipitate them- 
selves on the young fellows heard the remark, they 
hesitated a moment, and looked to see who had spoken. 
They saw something that caused them to change their 
minds. On the bank, not ten feet from them, were Le 
Roy, Adams, and Foster, each with a double-barrelled 
gun, cocked and aimed, with an expression on their 
faces that assured the ruffians they would fire at the 
least provocation. Behind them were George and 
Frank, who seemed very well satisfied with the turn of 
affairs. 

" Before I leave here," said Claude, addressing the 
Modocs, '' I wish you to understand this affair properly, 
and I am compelled to tell you that there was scarcely 
a word of truth, from beginning to end, in the story 
your companion told you."- 

He then gave the party a correct version of the 
trouble, in the hopes that it would make them feel different 
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when they found that the boys were not the aggressors. 
But it made no difference with them, and as the Boston 
party, under the orders of Claude, returned to their 
camp, the Modocs threatened them with summary 
vengeance. 

"Now, this is a nice party to have about, isn't it?" 
said Robbins, with a look of disgust. 

" Shall we leave here, Claude?" asked Foster. 

"We don't want to camp where those blackguards 
are," put in Maynard ; "we shall be in hot water all the 
time." 

" I don't believe those fellows will stay here long, 
boys," remarked Claude, who had been thinking over 
things ; " and I should rather have them before us than 
behind us. I think we had better remain just where 
we are, for I don't like the idea of being driven away 
by such a set of scamps as they are. We will stop at 
camp this forenoon, and when Harvey comes we will 
tell him how they behaved, and perhaps he will ipake 
them leave." 

" That crowd won't take any orders from one man,*' 
said George, with a shake of his head. 

" Well," continued Claude, " I think we had better 
stick. We can keep guard nights, and not give them 
any chance to steal. Besides, if we don't go away any 
for a day or two, it won't kill us. There are plenty of 
books in Whitney's camp, and we can amuse ourselves 
reading ; or part of us can go out fishing and hunting 
at a time, leaving the rest to guard the camp." 

After quite a debate on the subject, the boys con- 
cluded to follow Claude's advice, who also enjoined on 
the guides, as well as his friends, not to hold any 
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communication with the Modocs whatever. The con- 
ference broke up, and the guides went to clearing away 
the breakfast things, while the young sportsmen went 
over to Whitney's and sat down upon the piazza. 

A little way out from the shore they saw the 
Modocs engaged in fishing, and they appeared to meet 
with excellent luck. 

The boys watched them a spell, and then rightly 
concluded that it was chub, and not trout, that the party 
were catching so plentifully. At ten o'clock the 
Modocs came on shore, went over to their camp and 
started a fire, and kept out of sight the rest of the 
forenoon. 

Our youne friends had their dinner at twelve o'clock, 
and on rising from the table they went out, and saw 
Harvey coming up from the landing. Claude beckoned 
to him, and he came up to their tent. The boys then 
told him what had transpired in the morning. After 
hearing the story, he went over to the Modocs'" camp 
and told them to leave; but they were quarrelsome 
and saucy, and swore they would be revenged on the 
boys, and finally threatened Harvey with personal 
violence if he did not clear out. He returned to the 
tents and reported the intemew. 

" I am afraid they will smash our boats if we leave 
them out to-night," remarked Claude. 

" Can't we put them in the store-tent?" queried 
Smith. 

" It is not large enough," replied St. Clair. 

''We can look out for them, if we have a guard,'* 
said George. 

*' I intend to have a guard anyhow ; but even with a 
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guard they could get near enough to send some big 
stones through them," declared Claude. 

" ril tell you what you can do, boys," suggested 
Harvey. " You may put them in the front room in the 
Whitney Camp, as soon as you eat your supper, and 
they'll be all right there." 

" That will do nicely," responded Claude ; " thanks 
for your kindness ; won't you step in and take some 
dinner with George and Frank ; they are just going to 
sit down ? " 

" I don't wish to rob you." 

" Don't be alarmed ; we have plenty and to spare." 

The guides and Harvey went in to dinner, and the 
boys threw themselves on the ground a short distance 
from the tents. 

" I should like to have a row on the lake this after- 
noon," said Maynard, as he glanced out upon the water, 
which was scarcely ruffled by the gentle south breeze. 

"So should I," replied Adams; "what is to pre- 
vent our going ? " 

" If we go out in our boats, the Modocs will be after 
us," remarked Foster ; " and if they should run into one 
of our boats with that heavy old tub of theirs, they would 
cut our boat in two." 

" I have no fear of that," laughed Claude ; " either of 
our boats will go three feet to their one, and not half 
try either." 

" Why not go, then?" questioned Le Roy. 

" I am willing to start as soon as the guides are 
through their dinner," declared Claude. 

Accordingly, as soon as Frank and George made their 
appearance, Claude requested them to assist in taking 
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the boats down to the water. To keep out of the way 
of the Modocs they intended to embark from the beach 
below the mouth of the brook, as the lake was so still 
there would be no difficulty in doing so. 

While they were taking the boats down the Modocs 
came in sight, and as soon as they noticed that the boys 
were going out on the water they stopped and held a 
consultation, then went back to camp. By the time 
the young fellows had embarked, the roughs reappeared, 
each carrying a good-sized club on his shoulder, which 
was deposited in their boat. 

"They are on the war-path," said St. Clair, with a 
grin ; " when they get near enough to us with that old 
scow, to pound us with those clubs, I guess they will be 
older than they are now." 

"Great Caesar's ghost!" exclaimed Foster, who 
noticed that the desperadoes, were pitching a lot of small 
stones into their boat ; " they intend to fight us at long 
range, if they can't board us." • 

" I will spoil that little game," returned Claude. 
" How many of you have your revolvers with you?" 

It was found there was not one in the three boats. 
The leader of the excursion had the coxswain of each 
boat go up to the camp and get their revolvers and 
a box of cartridges apiece ; when they returned the 
boats left the shore. In the mean time the Modocs had 
tumbled into ' their craft, and, pulling out a short dis- 
tance, lay on their oars, with the intention of heading off 
the other boats when the boys left the shore. 

As Claude had no idea of getting into another row 
with the rough crew, who were lying in wait for him, 
he ordered the coxswain of the Go Ahead to take a 
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position on the port side of the Fairy, while the Water 
Witch should take the starboard, the boats to keep as 
near together as they could without embarrassing the 
rowers. With this arrangement of the boats he could 
make himself heard easily without shouting. 

When the boats were a couple of rods from shore 
he ordered the coxswain to head down the lake, keeping 
about midway between Ship Island and Whitney's 
shore. 

The moment the Modocs noticed the course the club 
boats had taken, the crew bent to their oars, and the old 
tub was turned in the same direction. Four of the men 
were rowing, one was steering, and the sixth man was 
in the bow with a club in his hand ; the rocks that the 
boys had seen thrown into the boat were no doubt within 
his reach. 

" Don't hurry, fellows," said Claude ; " a stem chase 
is a long chase, and we can keep them behind us all 
day. It won't do to pull too hard, or we may touch a 
rock here ; there are plenty of them under us." 

"We went over one then," added Foster, "that 
could not have been more than an inch from our 
bottom." 

Under Claude's directions the boats went along 
slovjrly and carefully, the crew keeping a sharp lookout 
for shoals and rocks. 

Behind them the Modocs were coming at full speed, 
pulling with might and main, and although they did 
not pull a very handsome stroke, and caught more crabs 
than there was any need of, they managed to get the 
old boat through the water considerably faster than the 
boys had thought possible. 
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" That boat must draw a foot of water with all 
those men in it," remarked Wingate; "they will be 
aground the first thing they know." 

" Or strike a rock," suggested Maynard ; " they are 
right in a hop-bed now. I should think that beat in the 
bow would look out for them." 

''He is too busy watching us, and, besides, I don't 
believe he knows anything about the water through 
here." 

The Modocs, who had been gaining quite fast on the 
club boats, were now nearly within a stone's throw of 
them, and the man in the bow stooped down for a 
moment. 

" That fellow, forward, has just picked up a stone,'* 
said Claude ; " but he can't quite hit us yet." 

'' There they go, slam bang !" cried St. Clair, with a 
chuckle, as the boat in pursuit of them struck a rock 
with a force that tumbled the crew off their seats. 
" How they will swear now 1 " 

"If they didn't stave a hole in the bow that time they 
are lucky," replied Claude. 

" Suppose we give them three cheers," suggested 
Foster. 

" Don't do it ; there is no use to try and provoke them. 
We will swing around the island now, fellows ; we are 
in good water," cried Claude. 

"Would you keep outside of Gull Rock?" asked 
Foster of Claude. 

" Yes, and when we get above the rock we will stop 
a moment and see what the Modocs are doing." 

The boys now increased their speed, and a few 
moments sufficed to carry them above the island and 
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the rock. When they had pulled a few rods beyond they 
ceased rowing, and all hands took a look at the '' pirate," 
as Foster called the Modoc boat. 

They discovered her heading for the shore, with two 
men bailing, and concluded that she had received con- 
siderable damage. 

"They won't trouble us any more this afternoon," 
remarked Claude, after watching them a short time,^ 
" and now we will go up the lake, and enjoy ourselves." 

" Frank and George are standing on the beach," said 
St. Clair. 

"They have kept their eyes on us ever since we 
started," responded Claude ; " I suppose if those fellows 
had troubled us they would have come out to our assist- 
ance." 

The party now pulled off toward the West Arm, and 
were absent about three hours. When they came back 
they noticed the Modocs all on the shore, at work on 
their boat. 

When the boys were within a hundred yards of the 
beach they were seen by the guides, who, accompanied 
by Harvey, came down to the lake to meet them. 

" Are you going to land at the brook?" asked Foster 
of Claude, as they pulled slowly in to the shore. 

" No, I have no desire to bandy words with those 
pirates; we will land on the sand-beach, where we 
started from," and Claude directed the crews of the 
other boats to follow him. 

The guides and Harvey met them at the edge of the 
water, and the Modocs, seeing they would have the 
whole party to contend with if they created a disturb- 
ance, remained where they were, although they shot 
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more than one angry glance at the party, who, according 
to their leader's orders, took no. notice of tliem. 

" I suppose you want to carry your boats up to 
camp,*' said George, as the boys stepped out of their 
boats. 

"Yes, sir, we do," answered Claude, emphatically. 
" I don't propose to leave them down here until that 
crowd are gone." 

" You will get rid of them in the morning," put in 
Harvey. 

" Is that so? I am glad to hear it. What makes you 
think so?" 

" They told me so this afternoon. When they run 
on that rock they stove in two planks on the bow of 
their boat, and she came near si^i^king before they 
reached shore." 

" I wish she had," put in Robbins. 

" Pick up the boats, fellows," said Claude, as he and 
St. Clair took the Faiiy and started for camp with it. 

When the boats, oars and paddles, had been left 
near the tents, Claude called to Harvey, and all the 
boys went over and sat down on the piazza of Whit- 
ney's Camp, the guides in the mean time preparing the 
supper, for it was nearly six o'clock. 

*' Now, Harvey, let us have the rest of your story," 
remarked Claude, as they reached the piazza. 

" George and Frank and I were down to the brook 
when they landed. Their boat was half full of water, 
and there was a hole in her as big as your head. One 
of the crowd asked me if I could let them have a ham- 
mer and a few nails to repair their boat with. Frank 
told them if they had not been chasing you they would 
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not have stove their boat. They said they were not 
chasing you, they were only going to race with 
you." 

" What a set of liars ! " broke in St. Clair, indignantly. 
" What did they want of clubs and stones in a race? " 

" We knew they were lying," continued Harvey, 
laughing. " Then they told us if they could get their 
boat fixed to-night they should go up the lake in the 
morning, for they did not like here very well. I 
thought that was an easy way to get rid of them, so I 
gave them some nails and lent them a hammer." 

" I shall be glad when we see the last of them," re- 
plied Claude; "but I should like to put our boats in 
your camp to-night, if you have no objections." 

" None at all ; you can put them in now if you want 
to." 

" I don't care to while they are down there at work. 
They will see us, and I do not want them to know 
where our boats are. I would not trust one of them as 
far as I could sling a bull by the tail." George now 
called the party to supper, and Harvey, who was his 
own cook, went in to prepare his evening meal. 

While the boys were eating, one of the Modocs went 
up to Whitney's and returnd the hammer. He noticed 
the boats lying on the ground, and when he returned 
he loitered along by the boys' camp, looking sharply 
about him. The guides had their eyes on him, but 
according to Claude's orders they made no talk with 
him, and he kept on and joined his companions. A 
few minutes after the Modocs went up to their camp, 
and the boys came out from their supper. 

'* The coast is clear now," said George ; *' if you wish 
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to put the boats into Whitney's, the Modocs have just 
gone into the bush." 

"Then we will do it now," replied Claude; "you 
run up and ask Harvey to open the door. Frank, you 
stop here and see if any of the pirates come in sight 
while we are carrying the boats in." 

George ran over to the house, and when the boys 
reached the piazza with their boats, Harvey had the 
door open, and they carried them in carefully and laid 
them on the floor, with the oars and paddles. Then 
they went out on the piazza, and settled down to a^ dis- 
cussion of the events of the day, while George and Har- 
vey returned to their suppers. Later in the evening 
the boys were joined by the three men, and the party 
arranged about the guard. 

Boisterous sounds could be heard in the direction of 
the Modocs' camp, and the light of a fire could be 
dimly discerned through the trees. 

Harvey offered to take his turn at standing guard, 
and the following arrangement was made. 

The party were to retire at ten o'clock, and from ten 
to twelve George and Claude would be on duty. At 
twelve they were to be relieved, Frank and St. Clair 
taking their places, who would have charge of the 
camp from twelve to two. At two o'clock they were to 
call Harvey and Maynard, who would keep watch from 
two until four. At four the last relief was to be made, 
and Wingate and Adams would stand guard until six, 
when some of the party would be up and no farther 
watching would be necessary. 

During the evening nothing suspicious occurred, and 
at the hour designated all but the guards retired. Before 
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going to bed, however, each one loaded his gun, and 
those that had them, their revolvers. 

George and Claude, each armed with a revolver and 
gun, went on duty. They were to patrol from the brook 
to Whitney's, making an entire circuit of the boys' 
camp and the house as oflen as they deemed necessary ; 
if either saw or heard anything suspicious he was to 
whistle to the other, who would immediately join him, 
and if both deemed it necessary they were to alarm the 
camp. 

A large pile of dry brush and wood had been arranged 
midway between the tents and Whitney's ; in case of 
any trouble this could be fired at once, and would give 
the boys sufficient light to recognize friend from foe. 

After all had turned in, George and Claude kept their 
eyes wide open, and did their duty faithfully, meeting 
occasionally to compare notes. Nothing, however, 
transpired to alarm them, and at twelve o'clock they 
called Frank and St. Clair, and passed their guns and 
revolvers over to them. As Claude thought the Modocs 
would be likely to visit the camp between twelve and 
two, if they came at all, Frank and St. Clair were 
charged to be especially careful. The relieved guard 
turned in, the new-comers took their places, and quiet 
reigned as before. 

The next two hours, however, were as little produc- 
tive of a sensation as the two before midnight had 
been, and at two o'clock, when their time was up, St. 
Clair and Frank routed out Harvey and Maynard, 
assuring them that all was quiet. The arms were 
exchanged as before, and the old guard went to their 
tent, while the relief commenced their watchful vigil. 
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Harvey and Maynard, like their predecessors, attended 
faithfully to their duty, but did not see or hear anybody 
or anything that would warrant them in alarming the 
camp. Their two hours passed slowly away, and at 
four o'clock they changed places with Wingate and 
Adams. Harvey told the two boys not to let the Modocs 
catch them napping, and then he went over to the 
house, and Maynard to the tent. 

The last two sentinels were true to their trust, 
although they did not patrol any after daylight, as they 
could then see the surroundings of the camp. 

Just before six some of the boys who had not been on 
guard made their appearance, and asked the sentinels 
if there had been any trouble; but the guard could 
only tell them about the two hours they had been on duty. 
When their time was up Adams and Wingate went to 
the tent and left their fire-arms, and the whole camp 
was soon astir. 

The youngsters congratulated themselves on having 
had a quiet night in camp, and concluded that they 
would not go' out gunning or fishing that day until after 
the Modocs had cleared out. 

Breakfast was served at half-past seven, and, after 
eating, they went down to the beach, nothing having 
been seen or heard of the Modocs, who were evidently 
sleeping it out. 

When the boys reached the landing, however, they 
made a startling discovery. 

The guides' boat was missing, but the old tub of the 
pirates was still there. 

The guides had hauled their boat clear out of the 
water the night before, and it was certain that it could 
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not have gone adrift without hands. Besides, there had 
been no wind in the night, and consequently no sea. 

"By gracious, fellows!" exclaimed Claude, "the 
pirates have cleared out in the night and stolen 
Frank's boat." 

"Perhaps they turned out early, and went up to 
the mouth of the river after some trout," suggested 
Smith. 

"I don't think so," said St. Clair; "they have put 
for the head of the lake, that is where they were going 
from here." 

"But why didn't they take their own boat?" asked 
Le Roy. 

"I suppose they were afraid it would leak badly, 
and they probably had sense enough to know that 
Frank's would row easier." 

" You can just bet those two fellows will be mad," 
suggested Foster. 

" Yes," replied Claude. " But don't say anything to 
them about it until after they eat their breakfast. They 
may as well finish that in peace." 

" I finished mine in pieces," declared Maynard. 

"What a miserable pun," said Adams ; "we ought 
to fine you five dollars." 

"It is possible the Modocs have not gone ; they may 
have come down in the night and set the boat adrift," 
ventured Wingate, presenting a new phase in the 
case. 

" I don't think so ; " and Claude shook his head as if 
he had no faith in that view of the matter. 

"We might visit their camp," proposed Robbins, 
" and see if they are really gone." 
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The otliers fell in with the proposition, and, crossing 
the brook, they made their way carefully through the 
woods until they came in sight of the place where the 
Modocs had camped. 

There was not a soul to be seen, the place was de- 
serted. The ashes were hot where their fire had been, 
and they could not have left until past midnight. 

They returned to the tents, and found the guides 
had eaten their breakfast and cleared away the table. 

" The Modocs have gone, Frank," said Claude, as 
the boys gathered about the guides. 

"You don't say so?" 

" Yes, and your boat has gone with them." 

"What!" 

"It is not down to the shore, for we have been 
there." 

Frank and George did not wait to hear any more, 
but both rushed down to the beach ; they could scarcely 
believe that Claude had spoken correctly. 

They soon returned, looking vexed and ugly. 

" If I get hold of one of those beats," cried Frank, as 
he reached the tent, " I'll pound him within an inch of 
his life." 

"It would be just like that crowd to stave the 
boat up, when they get as far as they are going," de- 
clared George. 

"I suppose they went to the head of the lake, and 
we ought to be after them at once," said Frank. 

The party volunteered their services and offered the 
use of their boats to the guides, and it was decided that 
the oldest and strongest members should accompany 
the guides, while the others remained at camp. 
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All hands went over to Whitney's, and when Harvey 
heard of the theft he offered to go with Frank and 
George. The boats were taken out of the house and 
carried down to the lake ; Harvey, Claude, and St. 
Clair manned the Fairy ; Wingate, Maynard, and 
George the Go Ahead ; Le Roy, Adams, and Frank 
the Water Witch. No time was lost in getting away, 
and at nine o'clock they started, all of them being well 
armed. 

Foster, Smith, and Robbins wished the pursuing 
party good luck, and told them to get back as, soon as 
possible. 

Frank and George had both made up their minds 
that the Modocs had gone to the head of the lake, and 
so the boats were turned in that direction. After two 
hours' steady pulling they reached the beach near Saw 
Mill Brook, and found the boat all right ; but the oars, 
rudder, and tiller were missing. Harvey said he knew 
the pirates had hid them out of pure cussednes's, and 
the party commenced a search for the missing things. 
After a weary hunt of three hours they were found, and 
the pursuers returned to the boats. While they had 
been on shore the wind had sprung up from the 
south, and they had a strong head-wind all the way 
down. It vsras nearly five o'clock when they reached 
Mosquito Brook, all tired and hungry. 

Foster, Smith, and Robbins met them at the landing, 
and reported all serene during the day. Claude in- 
formed them where they had found the boat, and told 
them what a search they had had for the oars and rud- 
der. The guides hauled their boat up on the beach, 
and took their oars, rudder, and rowlocks up to camp. 
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• 
The light boats were also carried up to camp, and 
turned over near the tents. 

"Now, give us some supper, as soon as you can," 
said Claude, " for I am as hungry as a wolf. Harvey, 
take some tea with us." 

" I can get mine at home, and I g^essl won't bother 
you." 

"Oh, nonsense! if s no bother," and Claude joined 
his friends, who were talking about another day's fish- 
ing at the Upper Dam. 

Harvey concluded to accept Claude's invitation, and 
helped George and Frank get the meal ready, — a com- 
bined dinner and supper, as none of them had eaten 
anything since morning. The boys punished the vict- 
uals that night in a way that terrified the cooks, and 
they declared it wouldn't do to put the youngsters on 
two meals another day. 

In the evening a large fire was built on the beach, 
and the guides and Harvey joined the circle gathered 
about it as soon as they had finished their work. The 
last two days had been exciting ones, and each one 
of the party had given his opinion on the actions of 
the pirates in a plain, unvarnished manner. 

Both Harvey aitd the guides said that the Modoc 
crowd were the first party they had ever known come 
to the lakes that did not behave well enough, and they 
all hoped it would be the last. 

The boys talked over their plans for the next day, 
and finally concluded that as they should move their 
camp up to the Upper Dam, Monday, they would go 
down to the Middle Dam fishing instead. 

That night most of the party slept with one eye 
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open ; but nothing occurred to trouble them. In the 
morning, as soon as they had swallowed their break- 
fast, the boats were launched, and the boys, with their 
guides, started for the Angler's Retreat. As Harvey 
was to remain at home during the day, they felt no 
anxiety in leaving the camp alone. Lunch was dis- 
pensed with, the party intending to get their dinner 
at the Middle Dam Camp. They made an early start, 
and arrived at the head of the Run at ten o'clock, and 
immediately commenced fishing. 

'* We ought to have good luck to-day,*' said Claude, 
as he threw his fly out on the water. 

"Why to-day, any more than any other day?" 
queried St. Clair. 

" Because it is Friday. Fish day, you know." 

Before the guides began fishing, they pulled to the 
shore, and George went up to camp to notify Asa that 
he would have the party to dinner. 

They met with excellent luck during the forenoon, 
the trout rising splendidly, and at one o'clock, when the 
bell rang for dinner, they had taken forty pounds. 

After dinner they went down to the Dam, and fished 
there an hour ; then went down to the pond in the 
river, and spent a couple of hours there, returning to 
their boats a little before six. They had taken twenty- 
five pounds in the afternoon, making sixty-five pounds 
of trout as the sum total of the day's work, and they 
felt jubilant. 

They started for camp, reaching the brook about 
half-past seven, and went up to the tents. They gave 
Harvey a five-pounder, laid out what they needed for 
supper, and put the rest in the ice-house. While tlie 
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guides were prepjaring the repast, the boys brought 
their boats up to the tent. It was nearly nine o'clock 
when they had finished supper, and was too late to 
build any camp-fire ; they went over to Harvey's and 
spent a pleasant hour, and then turned in for the night. 

Saturday morning they started for the " Farm," and 
were absent all day, hunting and fishing. They followed 
Metalic Brook up as far as the deep pools, on the right- 
hand branch, and took a very fine string of trout. 
Thirteen partridges, one rabbit, and three black ducks, 
were also secured by the party, who reached Whitney's 
at six o'clock, when the usual routine of camp duty was 
attended to. 

When the boys made their appearance out-doors on 
Sunday morning, they found it was blowing a gale, 
although otherwise the weather was pleasant. They 
had thought some of pulling up to the Dam and see if 
there were any new-comers; but there was such a 
rough sea on the lake they concluded to spend the day 
about the camp. Most of them wrote letters home 
during the day ; a few borrowed books from Harvey, 
and spent the time in reading. After supper, in the 
evening, they gathered around the huge fireplace in 
Whitney's Camp, and spent the evening in singing 
and conversation. When the party broke up for the 
night they thanked Harvey for the courtesies he had 
shown them during their week at Mosquito Brook, and 
expressed a hope that they might meet him another 
summer. Harvey invited them to call on their way 
home, and they promised to, if the weather was 
favorable. At ten o'clock they sought their tent, for 
their last night's sleep on the present camping-ground. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE MOUTH OF THE RIVER AND UPPER DAM. 

On rising, Monday morning, the boys found they 
were to be favored with a pleasant day, and they 
hurried briskly about, in order to get up to their 
new camping-ground as early in the day as possible. 
Breakfast was despatched with small loss of time, and 
while the guides were taking their meal the boys 
carried their boats down to the lake, and also launched 
the guides' boat. Harvey came over and proffered his 
assistance in helping them break camp, and by nine 
o'clock they were ready to start. When fairly afloat 
they gave Harvey three cheers and a. tiger, and in 
return he fired the small cannon that sets in front of 
Whitney's Camp, and the boys were astonished at the 
reverberations it produced. It seemed as if the report 
ran all over the lakes and struck every mountain around 
them. When the echoes had subsided, the boys dipped 
their oars, and the boats danced merrily over the 
water. 

Several gentlemen were on the piazza of Camp Belle- 
vue when the boats passed it, and the boys gave them 
three cheers. These were promptly returned by the 
party on shore, who watched the little flotilla until it 
had passed from their sight. The party pulled directly 
to the mouth of the river, landing on the north side. A 
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place was fixed for the guides' boat, and after it had 
been unloaded it was drawn up, as were also the others. 

The guides proposed to pitch the tents near a small 
wooden camp of their own, that set back three or four 
rods from the lake. The boys looked the place over, 
were satisfied with it, and the tents and camp equipage 
were carried up to the spot. The location was also near 
the road to the Upper Dam, and not more than half a 
mile from the camp. 

The boys assisted the guides in setting up the tents 
and arranging the camp, and also in procuring a supply 
of firewood. Baked trout was the principal course for 
dinner that day, and all declared it excellent. 

In the afternoon the boys went up to the Dam ; 
they fished an hour or two, and then made a call on Mr. 
Cummings, who was glad to see them again. Claude 
informed him that they had pitched their tents at the 
mouth of the river, and invited him to come down and 
see them some day, when he could spare the time. He 
informed the boys that the camp was well filled, there 
being about fifly persons stopping there then, and 
possibly more might come. 

After spending a short time in camp, they went out 
in the blueberry patch, and picked and eat until they 
were surfeited. The blueberries that grow here are 
unusually large and nice, and as the boys had plenty of 
fish on hand they determined to make a raid on the 
berries the next day. They walked leisurely back to 
camp, reaching it at half-past five. The guides for- 
warded supper as soon as they saw them approaching, 
and the party made an early meal that night. After tea 
they strolled down to the shore of the lake, and, sitting 
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down on some of the huge boulders that line the water, 
they watched the magnificent sunset, that may always 
be obtained from this point on a pleasant evening. As 
twilight gave way to darkness a huge fire was kindled 
on the rocks, that sent its glimmer far out on the lakes, 
and atti'acted the night-hawks, who sailed in circles about 
their heads, coming so near at times that the boys 
could almost touch them. 

" I should like to know where the Modocs are to- 
night," said Claude, as the two guides joined the group, 

" Gone to Canada, I hope," put in Robbins. 

" They are up somewhere between the head of the 
lake and Parmachenee. I don't think they would stop 
long at the head of the lake, or the Richardson Ponds, 
because they had no boats," replied Frank. 

" There are some canoes in the brush up to the ponds, 
and they may find them," suggested George. 

" Would they know how to handle a canoe?" asked 
St. Clair. 

" Oh, they might learn after they were tipped over 
two or three times," laughed Frank. 

" I hope they will clear out of this region before we 
go up to the head of the lake," added Maynard ; " I have 
no desire to meet that crowd again." 

" Perhaps their rotgut is all gone by this time," ven- 
tured Smith, " and they might behave a little better." 

'' I don't believe they know how to behave, drunk or 
sober," declared Adams. 

'' You needn't think their balm is all gone yet," re- 
marked George, "for that was the heaviest part of 
tlieir stores." 

" If their liquor was gone, it would take them a 
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month to get rid of the scent of it, they yvere so 
thoroughly steeped in it," cried Foster. 

"I think likely they would stop in the 'sweat-pit' 
a while before they went up to the ponds/' said 
George ; " that is, providing they know where it is.** 

The boys looked curiously at the guide to see if he 
was trying to sell them. 

"Sweat-pit?" queried Claude, after a moment; 
** what do you mean by sweat-pit? " 

The guides burst into a laugh. 

" I forgot," returned George, " that you are not much 
acquainted in this country. The sweat-pit is a small 
log camp, that sets a little way back from the shore, at 
the head of the lake. It was built by an old Knicker- 
bocker Dutchman that use4 to come down here. Any 
one uses it to camp in now, as he has not been here for 
a year or two. The camp is built right against a large 
rock, and it is as hot as an oven when you have any 
fire in it, so the fellows down here nicknamed it the 
* sweat-pit ; ' but I do not believe that crowd know 
where it is." 

" We must take a look at it," proposed Le Roy, 
*' when we camp at the head of the lake." 

" You can go to it any day after we get up there," 
answered Frank; ''we shall camp within a short dis- 
tance of it." 

" I should like to look over Camp Bellevue," sug- 
gested Adams, " if the gentlemen there would let us." 

" Go over there any time, and Mr. Betton will let 
you see it. He is a very obliging gentleman," returned 
George. 

" I suppose we are all going blueberrying to-mor- 
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row?" interrogated Maynard, gazing around at the 
boys. 

" Yes," replied Claude ; " but as the bushes will be 
wet in the morning, we might try the trout at the moutli 
of the river, and go after the berries as soon as dinner 
was over." 

" Nine o'clock," remarked St. Clair ; " I am going to 
turn in." 

" Give us a song, can't you, before we leave?" asked 
George ; " it will sound nice down here." 

The young sportsmen were obliging, and, after clear- 
ing their throats, sang several glees and choruses, the 
music floating out on the lake, and echoing along the 
shores. The fire had burned low, and as there were 
no embers that could do any harm the boys left it to 
expire when it pleased, and betook themselves to their 
tent. 

Tuesday morning St. Clair and Claude turned out 
before five, and went over to the mouth of the river in 
the Fairy ; they anchored just below Pot Rock, and, 
throwing out their flies, both struck a trout at the same 
moment. Neither of the fish were large, however, and 
they were soon jumping and flapping in the bottom of 
the boat. They stopped out a little over an hour, and 
during that time they took nine fish, that weighed 
twenty-one pounds. They returned to camp in time 
for breakfast, and the other members of the party were 
surprised at the^ manner in which the two enterprising 
young anglers had stolen a march on them. 

After the young gentlemen had satisfied their hunger 
they all took their fishing-tackle, and went over to the 
river, scattering alongf the shore. Foster, Maynard, and 
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Robbins, each took one of the boats, and paddled over at 
the foot of the rapids, and moored to some of the large 
rocks. The sun had risen hot, and the trout did not bite 
at all, which brought to the minds of some of the party 
the old maxim, " The early bird catches the worm," or^ 
as some* sportsmen render it, " The early worm catches 
the trout." Claude and St. Clair had been the early 
birds, and had been rewarded accordingly. 

About ten 9'clock the party thought they had had fish- 
ing enough, and Claude suggested that they should take 
their boats and row around to Camp Bellevue. The 
guides were not busj' and went with them. 

The boys pulled in to Mr. Betton's landing, carried 
their boats on shore, and then went up to camp. They 
made themselves known to the gentlemen at camp, who 
received them politely and showed them over the place. 

The main camp was very nicely fitted up for a resi- 
dence in the woods, and the boys were surprised at the 
number of books they saw, there being quite an exten- 
sive library in one corner of the sitting-room. One of 
the gentlemen explained to the boys, that whenever any 
of their friends came there they usually brought several 
books with them, which they read and left at the camp, 
and in this manner several hundred had collected. The 
boys were also amused with the roof, which was papered 
with pictures cut from such illustrated journals, as 
'' Harper's Weekly," " Leslie's," and others, forming a 
curious study for a person's leisure moments. 

The gentlemen wished to know how their young vis- 
itors had enjoyed themselves, and the boys told them 
some of their adventures, including the involuntary 
moose-hunt of Maynard's. Mr. Betton was surprised 
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that they had been able to run across a full-grown 
moose, and one of the gentlemen present said that he 
would give a hundred dollars in a moment for a good 
shot at such a one as Maynard had killed. The party 
whiled away an hour very pleasantly at Camp Bellevue, 
and then returned to their own camp, as it was time for 
the guides to commence getting dinner. When the 
boys left they were invited to call again, and they prom- 
ised to if they had another opportunity. They pulled 
over to their landing, took out their boats, and busied 
themselves until dinner with some newspapers that Mr. 
Betton had kindly presented them. 

After dinner they took some dippers and pails and 
went up to the blueberry patch, a little way back of the 
Upper Dam Camp. The guides remained at the camp 
to cut firewood, and Claude told them to have tea ready 
at six o'clock. 

The boys scattered about, each one picking wherever 
he thought best. Foster had strayed some way from 
the others, and had just made up his mind to work back 
to them, when he heard a noise near him, that gave him 
a fright, and he 'jumped into the air about five feet 

He looked to see what had made the noise, and dis- 
covered an old bear turning towards the woods, probably 
as mu«h frightened as he had been. 

Thinking the bear would escape, Foster made a grab 
for its tail, yelling at the top of his voice for the boys at 
the same time ; some of them heard him, and, looking 
up, saw the animal, and in a moment the whole party 
were rushing after him. 

Foster had a revolver in his pocket; but the bear 
jumped over the ground in such a furious manner that 
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he needed both his hands to hang on by. It was in 
vain ; he planted both feet firmly in the ground, to try 
and stop the animal's headway, for the bear seemed to 
be possessed of the strength of an ox, and pulled him 
along so roughly, that he began to feel afraid that his 
head would be jerked off. Thinking such locomotion 
was decidedly trying to his nerves, he concluded hastily 
to better it, and with a sudden jump landed astride of 
Bruin's back, and dug both hands into his long hair, 
resolved to hold on like grim death. Foster's new 
tactics surprised the bear so much that he came to a 
dead halt, nearly throwing his adventurous rider over 
his head, and the timely clasping of his feet under the 
animal's belly was all that enabled him to keep his 
seat. The next moment Bruin stood up on his hind 
legs, and then fell backwards on top of the young gen- 
tleman, who, thinking he should be squeezed to death, 
let go his hold. This was all the bear wanted, and in a 
second he shambled off at a speed that defied any nearer 
approach to him, although some of the party who had 
arrived upon the scene of Foster's tumble emptied their 
revolvers on the flying beast. But the bear did not 
mind them any more than if they had been pop-guns, 
and was soon out of sight. 

The boys burst into a laugh as Foster rose slowly to 
his feet 

He looked a little confused, and scratched his head 
as if to help his thoughts. The animal had nearly 
knocked the wind out of him when they had gone down 
together, and he could scarcely speak. 

'' Are you hurt any, Foster?" asked Claude, with as 
serious a face as he could assume. 
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"I — guess — not — that — is — I don't know," gasped 
tlie youth, gazing in the direction the bear had taken. 

'' Sit down on that stump, and you will feel better in 
a moment," remarked St. Clair. 

"That bear nearly shook me to pieces," ventured 
Foster, dubiously, after feeling his bones as if to assure 
himself they were all whole. 

" \Vhat possessed you to jump on his back? — it is a 
wonder he hadn't killed you," queried*Maynard. 

'' I had my revolver with me, and thought I might 
shoot him." 

" Shoot your grandmother," said Claude, with a tinge 
of sarcasm in his voice. " Such a revolver as yours 
would not put a bullet through his skin, scarcely." 

" Foster will make a good man for a circus-show 
now," suggested Adams. 

" Why so? " asked several. 

" Oh, because he has become a bear-back rider." 

The boys all laughed. 

'' I say he ought to be a baker ! " exclaimed Le Roy. 

" Why a baker ? " demanded Adams. 

" Because he made such a nice turn over ; " and Le 
Roy dodged just in time to avoid an old limb that Foster 
shied at him. 

"Oh, let up, fellows, can't you?" urged Foster; "I 
don't see as there is any need of you all grinning like 
hyenas." 

"Did you mean that for a bear fact?" queried 
Smith. 

" Ask me something hard," responded Foster, as he 
jumped off of the stump, and started back towards the 
blueberry patch. 
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His friends followed, and as the boys noticed that 
Foster felt a little sore over his adventure they said 
nothing more about bears. After filling their pails 
they went down to the camp and loafed about until 
supper-time. In the evening another huge bonfire was 
kindled on the shore, and as they sat around its cheer- 
ful blaze they arranged for a fishing excursion to the 
head of the lake the next day, when they would also 
take a look at the West Arm. 

Wednesday morning, when the boys turned out, they 
noticed a decided change in the atmosphere, and the air 
almost caused their teeth to chatter. It was the coldest 
morning they had seen, and on looking at the mountains 
they were surprised to see their tops as white as a sheet. 
There had been a snow-squall in the night, — no uncom- 
mon thing in this region in September, — and the dark 
forests that covered the lower parts of the mountains 
were in striking contrast with their winter-clad summits. 
The sun was up, however, and the boys, who for the 
first morning since they had been at the lakes hovered 
about the cook's fire, welcomed its cheerful blaze. 

" Will that snow stay on top of the mountain until 
winter sets in ? '* asked Claude of Frank, afler he had 
looked at old Aziscohos a few moments. 

" No," answered the guide ; " if the sun is hot to-day 
it will be all gone by noon. We have a good many 
snow-squalls in this country before winter begins." 

" I hope it will be a warm day," said St. Clair. 

'' I don't think you will suffer much from the 
heat to-day ; it looks to me as if it was going to be 
squally all day," returned Frank, as he glanced up at 
the sky. 
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"We shall have better luck fishing," suggested 
George, " if it is a little cool." 

" We take a lunch with us, I suppose," remarked 
Adams to Claude. 

" Yes, we may as well make a day of it." 

The guides now announced that breakfast was ready, 
and the boys went in to the morning meal. They made 
way for the guides as soon as possible, and when Frank 
and George had attended to the wants of the inner man 
they put up sufficient lunch for the party and went 
down to the shore, where the boys were waiting for 
them. 

They launched their boats, and pulled off across the 
lake, a gentle south-east wind helping them onward. 
The guides, in their boat, took the lead ; they rowed a 
mile or more up the lake, and finally anchored near the 
centre, almost directly opposite a point on the east shore, 
conspicuous only for a tall dead pine, that stood gaunt 
and grim, like some old warrior of the past, at the very 
edge of the water. 

They were within a few feet of the reef before 
alluded to in thjs volume, and they expected to take 
some good-sized trout before leaving their anchorage. 
This place is one of the best fishing-grounds in Maine 
during the months of May and June, and will afford 
any angler excellent sport. Although not as good in 
the fall, there are days when one will meet with good 
luck here, and the party were remarkably fortunate. By 
half-past eleven they had taken twenty-five trout, that 
varied in weight from half a pound to six and a quarter 
pounds, the whole catch weighing about forty pounds. 

At quarter of twelve they up anchor, and pulled 




296 Eastward^ Ho ! ofy 

across to the west side of the lake, landing on one 
of the small islands that shuts in the West Arm. Here 
they had dinner, and after an hour's chat embarked, 
again, and pulled through one of the narrow channels 
leading from the lake to the Arm. After passing the 
islands they found themselves in quite a large, rocky 
bay, almost completely landlocked. They pulled about 
for some time, until they had familiarized themselves 
with the scenery, and then went to fishing. They did 
not do as well here as they had in the lake, having 
taken only fifteen pounds of trout at four o'clock. The 
sun now began to cloud in, the clouds grew wild, and 
the guides prophesied a rain or snow squall. The 
lines were reeled up, the rods taken apart and packed, 
and the boats headed for the lake. 

They passed into the lake through the southern 
channel, and they had hardly cleared the Arm before 
they noticed heavy masses of black cloud rolling down 
through the gap between Aziscohos and Observatory 
mountains. The mist enshrouded the tops of the 
mountains like a funeral pall, and swept rapidly 
towards them. 

'' Now, boys," shouted Frank, as he saw the signs of 
elemental strife so rapidly gathering, "don't mind us, 
but pull your best stroke. Get to the mouth of the 
river as soon as possible. If you can't reach there 
before the wind kicks up much of a sea, make for the 
first point above our camp ; the wind will come from 
the north-west, and you will have a lee there." 

The guides, who had been in advance, ceased rowing, 
while Frank warned the boys, and the ^Fairy took the 
lead. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Adventures at Rangeley Lakes. 297 

" Head her for the point, Foster," said Claude, as he 
noticed how fast the tempest was nearing them ; " we 
sliall never be able to get to the mouth of the river, and 
get the boats out before the squall strikes us." 

"All right," replied Foster; "isn't it getting dark, 
though? The water looks as black as ink." 

" It will be white in a few moments," asserted St 
Clair ; "it's going to be a snow-squall. Good thunder ! 
see it come down across the mountains." 

Foster, who sat back to the coming storm, turned 
around to get a look. His glance scarcely took in the 
outline of the lower part of the mountains before the 
snow and clouds hid them from his sight. But he had 
seen ei¥>ugh. It really looked frightful. 

"Pull, fellows ! pull ! " he shouted, as he paddled and 
steered at the same time ; " we are only a third across 
the lake, and if we don't all go to Kingdom Come, 
when that squall strikes us we'll be lucky. Wake her 
up now I " 

It needed no urging on the part of the coxswain to 
make Claude and St. Clair do their best. But they 
were not more than a trifle half way over the lake 
when the storm burst upon them. The snow reached 
them first. It came so thick that they could not see 
through it, and Foster steered by guess-work. The Go 
Ahead and Water Witch were so close behind that 
there was no danger of losing them, but the guides' 
boat had been out of sight for some time. With a 
whistle and roar the wind drove by them. In a, moment 
more the waves began to roll and toss, and the sea grew 
heavier every second. The air was white with snow, 
and the water with foam. The gale laughed, and 
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howled, and shrieked. Huge rollers, as large nearly as 
one would see on the sea-coast, towered behmd them, 
their white crests threatening to engulf them every 
moment. But the light boats rode the sea bravely, and 
although several rollers, with savage glee, broke on 
Foster's back, drenching him to the skin, and putting 
several buckets of water in the bottom of the boat, 
they escaped any serious accident The spray flew over 
the oarsmen, who pulled nobly, and did not allow them- 
selves to lose their presence of mind in this trying 
ordeal. By the run of the waves Foster could tell 
within a point or two how to steer, and the other boats 
followed him. The snow was quickly over, and as 
soon as Foster could see anything he found himself 
nearly to the end of the point. He ran by this into 
comparatively still water, and the other two boats joined 
him. The waves were breaking with such savage 
fury on the rocks near their camp that it Would have 
been folly to have tried to land there, and the boys 
effected a landing under the lee of the point, drew their 
boats up out of the water,, and then looked for the 
guides. 

They caught sight of them at last below the mouth of 
the river. The boat was headed up towards the point 
where the boys had landed. They were only eight or 
ten rods from shore, and did not appear to be making 
any headway, while their boat being broadside to the 
wind drifted to leeward very fast. 

'* They will have to get out of that," said Claude, as 
his party stood watching them ; " they will have their 
boat smashed on the rocks if they don't." 

The guides bad evidently come to this same conclu- 
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sion, for they turned. the bow of their boat several points 
to the west, and heading right into the teeth of the gale 
were soon enabled to make better weather of it, and 
gradually draw off from* the dangerous shore, to which 
they were altogether too near for comfort. 

" Suppose we signal them," suggested St. Clair. *' I 
don't believe they see us, and they will be anxious 
about us." 

"A good idea,*^ assented Claude, pulling out his 
handkerchief; " now let me have your handkerchief 
and I will tie it to mine." 

Claude fastened the handkerchiefs together, and, pick- 
ing up a light pole lying near them, attached the signal 
to the end of it, then stepping out on a projecting log 
he swung it above his head. In a few moments the 
guides saw it, and as the most of the gale was now 
over they pulled a point or two nearer to the place 
where the boys had landed, reaching it in about half an 
hour after Claude had displayed the signal. 

''Are you all right, fellows?" sang out George, as 
the guides' boat swept up to the shore where the boys 
stood awaiting them. 

'' Yes, except that we are cold and wet," replied 
Claude. 

" Why didn't you start a fire?" asked Frank, as the 
guides jumped on shore and secured their boat. 

'' We were too busy watching you," answered St. 
Clair ; '' we thought you would like to know where we 
were, and hoisted a signal." 

" I tell you we were glad when we saw that signal," 
said George; "we had been looking for you all over 
the lake, and were half afraid that you were all cap- 
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sized. That was one of the toughest blows I ever saw 
on these lakes, and we had all we coi\ld do to keep our 
boat right side up when the wind first struck us." 

"But your boat is a good deal larger and heavier 
than ours are," responded Claude; "ours rode the 
waves like a gull, and none of them took in more than 
a pail or two of water. I was a little nervous when the 
gale first came down, everything looked so frightful 
about us, but as soon as I saw that our boats were 
going to make good weather of it I rather enjoyed it. 
What a contrast it furnished to some of those warm, 
pleasant days, when the whole lake was like a mirror, 
and not a ripple on the water to disturb its surface ! " 

" Yes," assented George ; " when this lake gets up on 
its ear, you can just make up your mind for a rough 
time." 

After waiting for half an hour the sea fell sufl3ciently 
for them to make a landing at their camp, and they 
launched their boats, and pulled along the shore to the 
mouth of {he river. They managed to get their boats 
out without injuring them ; and, taking the trout, they 
went up to camp tired and hungry. It was six o'clock, 
and Claude instructed the guides to get supper at once, 
while the boys built a rousing fire at a safe distance from 
the tents and gathered around its warm blaze. By the 
time they were called to tea they had become dry and 
comfortable. Fried trout had never tasted better than 
they did that night, and the boys, if they literally did 
not eat their weight in fish, they put enough out of 
sight to sustain their reputation as good feeders. 

In the evening the party indulged in its usual talk 
around the camp-fire, and they concluded that if the 
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next day was pleasant they would go out hunting and 
see if they could not find the bear that had dispensed 
with Foster's company the day before in such a cavalier 
manner. It was past ten o'clock when they broke up, 
and there was not a fellow in the crowd but thought he 
could do his share of sleeping that night. 

The weather was propitious Thursday morning, and as 
soon as breakfast was over the entire party, accompanied 
by the guides, set out on the proposed hunting expedi- 
tion. They followed the road that led to the Dam 
about a quarter of a mile, and then struck off to the left, 
working their way diagonally through the forest, intend- 
ing to strike the place where the bear had given Foster 
the slip. The guides were familiar with the ground, 
and in half an hour they reached the scene of the con- 
flict. They stopped here a moment to see if there was 
any fresh " bar sign," but not finding any, they turned 
off in the direction the bear had taken, which led them 
to the top of a mountain running east and west. 

They followed the ridge easterly for a while ; but, not 
finding anything worth shooting,. turned north and went 
on. At noon the guides estimated that they were six 
miles from camp, and not a piece of game had been 
killed. Reading a small brook that flowed toward the^ 
west they sat down beside it and rested a while, and 
took the edge off their hunger by eating a few hard- 
bread, each one of the party having brought a couple 
with them, and washed their simple meal down with 
pure, sparkling water from the crystal stream that 
flowed near them. It was one o'clock when they left 
this spot, and all of the boys were anxious to get a shot 
at something, if it was nothing more than a hedge-hog. 
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" This is what I call poor hunting," said May- 
nard, as he shifted his gun from one shoulder to the 
other, an operation he had become tired of perform- 
ing. 

'' You can't expect to shoot a moose, caribou, bear, 
or deer, every day," returned George, laughing. 

"Which way are we heading now?" asked Claude 
of the guides. 

" Toward the lake," answered Frank. " I thought 
we had better strike for the lake, and follow along the 
shore until we reach the camp, and we may perhaps 
pick up a few ducks." 

"How far do you think we are frona the lake?" 
queried St. Clair. 

" A couple of miles, I calculate," said George. 

"I shall not be sorry when we see it," remarked 
Robbins. 

"Are you getting tired, Robbins?" questioned 
Claude. 

" I don't know whether you can call it fatigue, or 
not ; but my legs are about played out, and I am hun- 
gry enough to eat a boiled owl." 

" You will have a good appetite for supper, then," 
declared George, with a grin. 

*' Supper ! Oh, musical word ! don't mention it," re- 
turned the growler; "I could get away with a baked 
ten-pound trout." 

" Well, if the rest of your friends have such appe- 
tites," continued the guides, " some of you will have to 
go out fishing, when we get back to camp." 

" Oh, never mind Robbins," remarked Maynard, 
"he is all stomach." 
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*' It ill becomes the pot to call the l^ettle black," re- 
torted Robbins. 

Joking in this manner the party plodded on, and 
about four o'clock reached the shore of the lake ; they 
sat down for a few moments' rest, as they had yet a 
two-hours' tramp before them. 

'' Halloo ! there's a sail-boat," cried Claude, as he 
cast a sweeping glance over the lake. 

" It is Betton's," declared Frank, *' and they are 
running for that sunken reef just as straight as they 
can." 

"Isn't there water enough over it to float them?" 
asked Adams. 

'' No," answered George ; *' some of those rocks are 
not more than six inches under water. I don't believe 
they know that reef is there." 

" They'll find out in a mighty short time," said 
Frank, dryly. 

'' It's lucky the wind is not blowing very hard," 
remarked Le Roy. 

" They are going fast enough to tumble them up 
kind of lively when they strike," asserted George. 

" By gracious ! " exclaimed Claude, as the boat came 
to a stand-still, the bow rising six or eight inches out of 
water ; '' they have foand where one rock lays." 

The entire party now watched the boat anxiously, 
which careened when it struck, the water pouring in 
over the starboard side. There was confusion for a 
moment; then the gentlemen scrambled up to the port 
side, and the sail was hauled down. The boat righted, 
and somebody commenced freeing it from water. Two 
of the party, after looking over the. side, jumped into 
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the lake, and getting their shoulders under the port bow- 
shoved the craft off the rocks, getting in as soon as the 
boat floated. Then they turned it down the lake, and 
pulled a short distance before hoisting the sail. 

" They are going back to camp," said Frank, as he 
watched the boat. 

*' Do you suppose she was hurt any?** asked Claude. 

" I don't believe she wras," replied George. " She 
was not going fast enough to stave a hole in her.** 

" Who do you think is in her? ** queried St. Clair. 

" I don*t know,** replied Frank ; " they were too far 
off for me to make them out ; some of Betton's party, 
I suppose.'* 

" Come boys,** urged George, *' we must be moving. 
It will be half-past six now before we reach camp.** 

The guides started off at a pace that made the boys 
stretch their legs some to keep up with them. The 
party followed the shore the entire distance'; several 
ducks were seen ; but they did not come within gun- 
shot, and the boys reached their camp just at dusk, foot- 
sore and weary, and, as Foster expressed it, '* skunked,** 
not having shot a thing the entire day. 

At half-past seven they sat down to supper, and as 
everybody was tired out, the camp-fire was dispensed 
with, the boys going to bed about as soon as the table 
was cleared up. 

About midnight St. Clair awoke with a start; he 
had been dreaming, but everything in his dream had 
been so confused he could not remember any part of it 
clearly, and rolled over to go to sleep again. Claude 
slept next to him, and as the dreamer turned over it 
occurred to him that he had more room than usual. An 



Digitized 



by Google 



Adventures at Rangeley Lakes, 305 

indefinable fear crept over him as, placing his hand on 
Claude's sleeping-place, he found it empty. He listened 
to see if he could hear anybody moving outside the 
camp, but only the peculiar sounds of the wilderness 
came back. He called Claude's name several times, but 
the echo of his own voice was the only reply he 
received. He did not understand it. He reached 
along, grasped Maynard, who slept next beyond 
Claude, by the shoulder and shook him. Maynard 
stopped his snoring, and turned uneasily in his sleep. 
St. Clair shook him again, calling him loudly by name. 

' ' Wh- what- what's the matter ? Who's shaking me ? " 
inquired Maynard, in that sleepy tone natural to one 
who is suddenly aroused from a deep sleep. 

''It is me, St. Clair. What has become of Claude? 
He is not with us." 

"Is that so?" asked the now thoroughly awakened 
youngster. " Why, he turned in when we did." 

" I know it. We must get up and light the lantern, 
and see if the other fellows know anything about 
him." 

They jumped up, dressed, and lit the lantern that was 
suspended from the tent, then cast an anxious glance 
around on the prostrate sleepers. Claude was not 
among them. Taking down the lantern they passed out 
of the tent without waking the other members, and went 
to the store-tent. They lifted the flap and looked in. 
Their friend was not there. They rushed to the guides* 
camp, and swung the door wide open. Their eyes 
eagerly sought the bunk in the back of the camp. It 
contained only two persons. The lantern was flashed 
in their faces, and the boys saw the two guides. 
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" This is getting serious," ejaculated St. Clair. " We 
must awaken them." 

The boys shook the sleepers until they opened their 
eyes. 

" Get up," cried Maynard ; " Claude is missing." 

In three miftutes the guides were out and dressed. 
George lit their lantern, and while St. Clair talked with 
them, Maynard rushed back to the tent with his lantern, 
and awoke the other members of the party. 

It required no urging on the part of Maynard, to 
make the boys hurry in dressing as soon as he had 
mentioned Claude's absence. The leader, as the boys 
had often declared, was a "whole-souled fellow," a 
" perfect gentleman," and there was not a member of 
the party but loved and respected him, and would fight 
for him in a moment. 

The two guides and St. Clair came to the tent, and a 
consultation was held. No one had seen him since he 
retired, nor had anybody heard him go out. The boys 
were puzzled and mystified. What could have led him 
to leave the tent in the night after everybody had gone 
to sleep, and what had become of him ? St. Clair, being 
his chum, took upon himself to conduct the search. 

" Fellows, just look around the tent and see if any 
of his things are missing, and the guides and I will go 
down and see if either of the boats are gone." 

St. Clair took one of the lanterns, and, accompanied 
by the guides, went down to the landing. They shouted 
Claude's name several times loudly on the way ; but no 
response came back. They reached the shore ; all the 
boats were found just as they had been left over night, 
and St. Clair was more puzzled than ever. 
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Returning to camp, a ray of light was thrown on the 
young gentleman's disappearance by Adams, who 
announced tliat his fishing-rod and dip-net could not 
be found. "Why, he must be crazy," said Frank, "to 
start off in the middle of the night, fishing, and without 
any lantern either. It is so infernal dark, I should 
have thought he would have broken his neck before he 
went far." 

" He is just as sane as you or I are," replied St. 
Clair, who almost laughed in spite of his anxiety at the 
idea of Claude being crazy; "but if his fishing-tackle 
is not about the camp, he has wandered off with it to a 
certainty, and I am afraid he has done it in his sleep." 

" In his sleep ! " exclaimed the others, with incredu- 
lous faces ; and it was certain St. Clair's opinion had 
caused a sensation. 

" Yes ; in his sleep," repeated his friend ; " and the 
sooner we find him the better it will be for him." 

" That's the worst nonsense I ever heard in my life,** 
protested Wingate. 

" Nonsense or not, I believe it," asserted St. Clair. 
" For Heaven's sake, did none of you ever hear of a 
somnambulist?" 

" Of course we have," replied Le Roy ; " but Claude 
isn't one." 

"How do you know?" argued St. Clair. "One 
thing I know, and that is, if Claude was awake, and in 
his right mind, he would never leave the camp in the 
middle of the night, and go off fishing without speaking 
to some of us about it." 

" Perhaps he wanted to astonish us with another big 
trout," suggested Smith. 
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'' He has astonished us, whether he wanted to or not/* 
replied St. Clair. " But, come, we are losing valuable 
time." 

'' Which way are you going? " asked George. 

" My plan is this : for you to start with a party and 
go along the shore to the mouth of the river, then fol- 
low it up to the dam, taking a good look at Morrill's 
Rock, and any other places where a person would be 
likely to fish in the river, as you proceed. Frank can 
lead another party to the dam by tlie road, and both 
parties will meet there. Some one should stay here 
and build a good fire, for we shall feel the need of it 
when we come back." 

" Tell us what you want done," said Foster, " and we 
will all obey orders." 

'^ Thank you. Then George, Maynard, Robbins, and 
Adams can go to the dam by the way of the river, and 
Frank, Wingate, Le Roy, and myself, will follow the 
road. Foster and Smith can stop here and build the 
fire." 

This plan was immediately acted upon, and the two 
parties started out in search of the missing lad. St. Clair, 
who was with the road party, looked sharply along the 
bushes on each side as they slowly passed over the road ; 
but no sign of Claude was seen. They reached tlie 
Upper Dam Camp; all was quiet and still, with the 
exception of the rushing sound of the water as it flowed 
through the dam. They looked into the shop ; no one 
was there. Turning away from the door, they followed 
the footpath down to the dam. The darkness prevented 
them from seeing more than a few feet in advance. 
They made their way cautiously along the base of the 
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dam, and across the apron, Frank holding the lantern 
up high, and swinging it about, in order that its light 
might penetrate every crevice. 

"There's somebody on that pier," cried St. Clair, 
pointing to a figure that stood on the very edge, with a 
hand extended over the rapid current. 

" It is Claude," declared Wingate, after looking long 
enough to satisfy himself of his friend's identity ; " and 
I'll be hanged if he is not fishing. What a go ! " 

The party crept carefully up to within a few feet of 
the somnambulist ; for none of them doubted now but 
that he had come there in his sleep. 

" Give me the lantern, Frank," said St. Clair, " and 
you put your arms about him, and lifl him back a few 
feet from the edge of the pier. We shall have to be 
careful, or he will get into the river when he wakes." 

The guide did as St. Clair directed, and Wingate 
and Le Roy grasped Claude by each arm. The sleep- 
walker's eyes were wide open, but his gaze was vacant. 
When they had removed him from his dangerous prox- 
imity to the water, they awakened him, and they could 
scarcely keep from laughing at his confusion. He 
stared about him, and did not seem to recognize his 
friends. He attempted to struggle ; but he was held 
fast for fear of accident. Finally, with a sort of gasp, 
he shook himself and blurted out : — 

" Where am I? What does this mean?" and he 
gazed around on his friends once more as if he began to 
see a familiar look in their faces. 

''Don't you know me, Claude?" asked St. Clair, 
standing directly in front of him. 

"Know you? Yes, certainly," replied the nocturnal 
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fisherman, who appeared to be getting more awake, 
and realizing the position of things. '' But where am 
I, and what are you fellows holding me for? It is night, 
isn't it?" 

" Yes, " answered Wingate ; " we are down on one of 
the piers of the dam." 

" The dam?" interrogated Claude, gazing about him 
in astonishment ; " let's get away from here, I feel 
cold." 

" Did you know when you came here?" questioned 
St. Clair. 

" I didn't come here," returned Claude ; '' what does 
this business mean, anyway ? " 

" This is your fishing-rod, I believe," said St. Clair, 
showing the rod he had taken from him. 

" To be sure it is ; how did it come here ? " 

" I will tell you after we get off the dam ; " and St. 
Clair led the way to the shore. 

" There's George and the other boys," remarked 
Frank, as he caught the glimmer of a light a little way 
below them. 

"What are they doing down there? Are you fel- 
lows all crazy?" inquired Claude, who had overheard 
Frank's speech. 

" Come up to the shop," said St. Clair, " and we 
will tell you all about it." 

The party went into the shop to get out of the chilly 
air, and while the boys explained matters to Claude 
Frank went down and met the other party, and brought 
them up to the shop. Le Roy took Claude's rod apart, 
and did it up, and as soon as Frank returned they all 
stalled back to camp by way of the road. 
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" Well, this belts me," declared Claude, after hear- 
ing of the alarm and trouble he had caused; " I have 
heard father say when I was eight or ten years old I 
used to get up some nights and go about the house in 
my sleep ; but I supposed I had outgrown it. I guess 
you will have to tie me to one of the tent-poles after 
this." 

It was about half-past two when the boys reached the 
camp, and, after getting thoroughly warmed by the 
rousing fire that Smith and Foster had built, and again 
talking over Claude's singular adventure, they turned 
in to get what sleep they could out of the remnant of the 
night. Claude told the guides not to be in any hurry 
about getting up in the morning, as they had been 
broken of their rest, and the party would probably 
spend the day in fishing around the river and dam. 

It was seven o'clock Friday morning before the 
guides awoke, and after eight before breakfast was 
ready. After eating, the boys launched their boats' and 
pulled around to Camp Bellevue and made a call. 
While there they learned that the sail-boat had not been 
injured in running on the rocks the day before, and the 
persons in it had been more frightened than hurt. ' 
Claude related his adventure of the past night, and the 
gentlemen were slow to believe the story until Claude 
was backed up by the entire party, and then his hearers 
had to be satisfied, although they all thought it an ex- 
traordinary freak of nature. One of the gentlemen 
laughingly remarked that Claude had better be careful, 
or he would find himself in his boat some night pulling 
down the lake. The boys returned to camp in time for 
dinner, and attended to their knife and fork duty as 
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briskly as ever. In the afternoon they all went up to 
the dam, fishing ; but only took a few trout. The ex- 
citement and loss of sleep attending the search for 
Claude had made them all feel rather lazy and sleepy, 
and they went back to camp at five o'clock with only 
ten pounds of trout. 

They had made up their minds that they would like 
to try a day's fishing in Trout Cove, and they spoke to 
the guides about getting the boats up there. Frank 
suggested that the best thing they could do would be 
to have the boats pulled across the carry on the 
ox-sled. 

The party agreed to this, and the guides were in- 
structed to see Mr. McCard after supper and engage the 
team to come down for them at eight o'clock in the 
morning. They intended to make a day of it, and take 
their dinner at the Upper Dam Camp. A camp-fire 
was kindled on the beach after supper, and while the 
guides went to see Mr. McCard the boys talked over 
matters and things in general. 

" Our time is drawing to a close, fellows," remarked 
Claude ; " only another week left." 

" We must make the most of that," declared Le Roy. 

" We have had a splendid time ever since we left 
home," said St. Clair. 

" I hope we shall all be able to come down here 
another year," suggested Wingate. 

" If we all live, I don't see any reason why we can't 
come," responded Adams. 

'' We will see Parmachenee next year," declared Le 
Roy. 

" Yes," assenteci Claude, " but we can't have a much 
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better time anywhere than we have had here this 
summer." 

" That is so ! " cried the boys unanimously, and, as 
some of them were gaping, the party broke up and 
retired. 

When Silas arrived at the camp on Saturday morn- 
ing the boys had finished breakfast, and were looking 
over their fishing-tackle. The good-natured teamster 
drove down to the landing, and, after turning the sled 
around, the boats were carefully loaded upon it. Claude 
charged Silas to be careful how he drove, and Silas told 
him he would get the boats over all right, provided the 
oxen didn't run away with the sled, — a remark that 
caused the party to laugh heartily, as the oxen were as 
steady as an eight-day clock, and never thought of getting 
on the rampage, except occasionally when they were 
shod, and perhaps then they had good reason to. 

As the boys could walk over the rough ground much 
faster than the oxen, they were not inclined to hurry, 
and went up to camp to wait until Frank and George 
should be ready. When the guides had finished their 
morning labors the whole party started for Scow Land- 
ing, where Silas had gone with the boats. It was at 
the upper side of Trout Cove, about quarter of a mile 
from the Upper Dam Camp. By launching the boats 
here, instead of at the dam, the party would avoid the 
necessity of poling up the rapids. 

The boys followed the guides after leaving the camp, 
and arrived at the landing as soon- as Silas. They 
helped him unload the boats, and told him they should 
want him to take them back at night, and he promised 
to be on h^nd.^ 
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The fishermen launched their boats, George going in 
the Fairy, and Frank in the Go Ahead. They pulled 
down to a place near the stone dam, and anchored there, 
the boats keeping several rods apart. 

As the next day was Sunday, and the boys respected 
the day enough not to fish, this would probably be their 
last day's fishing at the Upper Dam, and they intended 
to do their best. Monday morning they were to move 
their camp to the head of the lake, and, as they intended 
to spend a day or two at the Richardson Ponds, they 
would probably not have another opportunity to visit the 
dam. 

The fishermen, therefore, meant mischief at this par- 
ticular time, and as St. Clair cast his fly with a flourish 
that would have done credit to a kid-glove fisherman, 
he vowed "that he had a mortgage on a ten-pound 
trout there, and he intended to foreclose that day." 

'' Have you had the sheriff* serve a writ upon him ? " 
asked Claude, laughing, as he fastened a new fly to his 
leader. 

" Yes, sir. His time is up, and he knows it. You 
will see him in the boat pretty soon." 

But although St. Clair during the forenoon captured 
half-a-dozen fish that weighed from one to three pounds 
and a half, the ten-pounder did not make his appear- 
ance, and his companions taunted him some when 
they pulled ashore at noon, because he had not taken 
his " big fish." 

The whole party were very successful during the 
morning, as it was a cool day, with just a gentle wind 
blowing. 

Professor Cummings had one of his usual nice dinners 
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that day, to which his guests did ample justice, inform- 
ing him that that was the last meal they should proba- 
bly take with him. The cook told them he was sorry 
that they were going away from the Upper Dam, and 
hoped they would be down another summer. 

After dinner the boys walked out on the dam to see 
what luck the fishermen there were having. They 
found that all who had fished there that morning had 
done well. The boys met Mr. Betton, who had just 
taken an eight-pounder, and the boys had a look at it. 
The sight of the fish excited their hopes again, and they 
went over to their boats, and paddled out in the cove, 
each selecting his own anchorage. 

They threw their flies faithfully and persistently dur- 
ing the afternoon ; but the trout did not take hold as 
lively as they had in the morning. The hours slipped 
away, and at half-past four St. Clair had only taken one 
trout, a two-pounder. They were about pulling to the. 
landing, the other boats having already started, when 
St. Clair cried excitedly that he had struck oil. 

"Fish-oil, I suppose you mean," suggested Claude, 
who had already reeled up his line, and unjointed his 
rod. 

"You will see a fish that is a fish now," said St. 
Clair, as he reeled in. 

" You will lose him," remarked Foster, " if you don't 
give him more line." 

" I don't believe you've got a trout on," said George, 
who was watching, ready to slip the net under him. 

" You don't? Well, you'll see him in a minute," re- 
torted St. Clair, who was reeling up as fast as possible, 
and in a -moment more his flies appeared, one of them 
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attached to a water-logged limb, about four feet long, 
and as large around as his wrist. 

The other occupants of the boat burst into a roar of 
laughter. 

" Let me get the net under him ; it wouldn't do to 
leave such a trout as that," said George, making a great 
show with the net. 

" He's a regular wooden-head," declared Foster. 

" He will go fifteen pounds strong," put in Claude. 

" Confound the luck I" exclaimed St. Clair; " noth- 
ing but an old limb." 

The disappointed angler cleared his hook, and the 
Fairy followed the other boats to the landing. Silas 
was there with the sled, the boats were loaded, and, 
leaving the teamster to get over the ground ^t a pace 
that suited his team, the boys and the guides went 
ahead, reaching camp a full half-hour before their boats. 
They went down to their landing with Silas, and helped 
him unload the sled ; by this time supper was ready, 
and they returned to the tent. 

'' Were you ever up here in the spring, when the 
logs go through the dam ? " asked Claude of George, as 
they sat around the camp-fire in the evening. 

" Yes, plenty of times." 

" I suppose it is fun to see them?" 

'' It would make your eyes open a little, I guess. 
The water in the great lake is about twelve or fifteen 
feet higher. in June than it is now. All the gates are 
shut, and the sluiceway is fastened up with logs and 
planks. When they get ready to ruii the logs down 
they cut away these planks at the sluice, and the water 
pours through like a cataract. Then the river-drivers 
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come down in their long batteaux, and go through the 
shiice in them. It is enough to make your hair stand 
on end to see them." 

'' I should not think they would dare to/* said Win- 
gate. 

" Those river-drivers are a brave set of fellows, and 
white water don't frighten them any. I have seen them 
start in their old batteaux, about twenty-five or thirty 
feet long, with ten men pulling, and a man at the bow 
and stem with a big paddle, to keep the boat straight, 
and go through that sluice like a flash. They generally 
start from way up above, where we pulled up the rapids 
the other day, and row as fast as they can ; by the time 
they get to the sluice those boats are jumping some, I 
tell you. The men trail oars going through the sluice, 
and are ready to rpw again as soon as they get below 
it. I have seen the water boil up ten feet high at the 
bottom of that sluice, and when the boat strikes it you 
can hardly see her. But afler that they have another 
pitch four or five feet high, and then rapids all the way 
down to the moujth of the river." 

" Are the boats ever capsized?" asked St. Clair- 

"Yes, sometimes; but not often. As long as they 
keep the batteaux straight they are all right. But if a 
boat gets the start of her crew, and turns the leasf bit, 
she is over quicker than you could wink your eye, and 
then everybody has to look out for number one. I have 
only known of two or three men being drowned at this 
dam." 

" Can the river-drivers all swim ? " queried Foster. 

"I suppose not. But a man who is not a good 
swimmer is a fool to run the sluice." 
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" I don't think I should care to try it, good swimmer, 
or not," said Maynard. 

" After tlie batteaux are run through and get down to 
the lake then they start the logs, and it is fun to see 
them. Some of them pitch in all under at the bottom 
of the sluice ; others stand on end, and some jump clear 
out of the water. They come down the river in all 
sorts of ways. Sometimes they get snarled up, make 
what the loggers call a 'jam,' and then, when that is 
cleared, the men have to keep their eyes peeled, I tell 
you. After they get the logs down into this lake they 
make them up into big rafts called booms, and take 
them down to the Middle Dam." 

" How do they propel them? " inquired Le Roy. 

" They warp them down with head works. They 
have a big windlass on the front end of the boom. A 
large, heavy anchor, to which a long cable is attached, 
is carried out in a boat, a hundred yards or so from the 
boom, and thrown overboard. The other end of the 
cable is fastened to the windlass, and they wind the raft 
up to it ; then take out another anchor, and keep on 
doing so, until they reach the Middle Dam ; then the 
booms are broken up, and the logs go through the dam, 
and down the river to Lake Umbagog." 

** It must be fearfully slow work," suggested Claude. 

"It is," replied Frank; "and they can only work 
with a fair wind, or a dead calm ; so most of the warp- 
ing is done in the night. Sometimes a boom gets 
caught on the lake in a heavy wind, and the sea and 
wind break it up, and the logs are scattered for miles 
around the shore." 

" That must be a nice job," asserted Smith. 
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"It is an expensive one, at all events, for perhaps it 
will take the men two weeks to pick up the logs and 
get them together again. It is a pretty hard job getting 
a big boom of logs across the lakes." 

"What time do the logs get along to the Upper 
Dam?" queried Robbins. 

"About the middle of June, generally, and it takes 
three or four weeks to run them down to the Middle 
Dam." 

" We must try and get up next summer in June," 
said Claude, "and see those batteaux and logs go 
through the sluice." 

" I hope you will ; I think you would enjoy the 
sight." 

"How long has the Upper Dam been built?" 
inquired St. Clair. 

"About twenty-two years; it is the largest dam 
there is about here anywhere." 

"How long is it?" 

"They call it fifteen hundred feet,. I believe." 

" I suppose there used to be woods above the dam, 
where all those stumps are, before the dam was built." 

" Yes. The river was not very wide before the land 
was flowed." 

"Come, fellows," cried Claude, "it is after* ten 
o'clock ; we must turn in." 

" Don't turn us out too early in the morning," said St. 
Clair, as the party went to the tent ; " Sunday morning, 
you know." 

The guides promised not to get breakfast before nine 
o'clock; all hands retired to rest, and quiet reigned 
throughout the camp. 
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There was the usual amount of letter-writing to be 
done on Sunday, and after breakfast the boys set at it, 
as they would have a chance to send them out to 
Andover the next day. When they reached the head 
of the lake they would not have an opportunity to send 
out letters, and these were probably the last they would 
write. 

After attending to their correspondence they went up 
to the Upper Dam Camp, and stopped the rest of the 
forenoon. They met a number of gentlemen there who 
had come down from Rangeley Lake, who reported 
the fishing very poor where they had been. The boys 
told them if they would stop a few days at the dam 
they would get all the fish they wanted, and the gen- 
tlemen made up their minds to do it. 

Among the people at the Upper Dam Camp, that fore- 
noon, was an elderly man by the name of Whitney, 
from Upton. He acted as a guide to parties about the 
lake, and also manufactured artificial flies, which he 
guaranteed would beat any others that were ever made. 
His stock embraced a large variety, and the boys looked 
it over, and purchased quite a number. Among those 
they bought was one called a"Katoodle Bug," which 
the old gentleman said was a " Killer." 

At noon they returned to camp, and partook of a 
splendid dinner, the entire party being of the opinion 
that it reflected great credit on the guides. 

The boys were at a loss how to spend the afternoon, 
but learning from the guides that there was an old trail 
that led from Trout Cove to Mosquito Brook, they con- 
cluded to walk down to Whitney's Camp, and make 
Harvey a call. The guides were invited to go with 
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them, and at half-past one the whole party left the 
tents. 

They followed the sled-road up to the Upper Dam 
Camp, then crossed the dam and struck into the woods 
to the left. They were a little over an hour in reaching 
the camp, and found Harvey at home. 

He was very glad to see them, and tliey sat down on 
the piazza of the house, and spent a couple of hours 
very pleasantly, in talking over what they had seen and 
done since leaving Boston. Harvey wished to know 
if they had seen anything more of the Modocs ; and the 
boys told them they had not. 

The old boat they had come to Mosquito Brook in 
still lay down on the beach, as neither Harvey nor the 
guides knew who it belonged to. A little past four 
the party bade Harvey good-day, and started back 
to camp. Harvey offered to take them back in one 
of his boats ; but his visitors courteously declined 
the offer, preferring to walk. 

None of the party had taken guns with them ; but St. 
Clair, Maynard, and Claude, more from habit, than 
with any expectation of using them, had slipped 
revolvers into their belts when leaving the tents. 

They had accomplished about half of the distance on 
their way back to the Upper Dam when they came 
plump on a bear, that was feeding on blueberries. 

Every one saw the animal, and of course every one 
of them had to yell : " A bear ! " 

The whole party made a rush towards it, and Claude, 
Maynard, and St. Clair, drew their revolvers and fired 
a volley. 

Bruin, however, had no intention of making himself 
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a target any longer than was necessary, and after 
casting one glance around to take a look at his foes he 
started off in a hurry towards the north-east, with 
the boys and guides screaming behind him. 

While the chase lasted those who had revolvers 
kept up a continual fusilade on the animal, without 
injuring him in the least, and after chasing him a mile, 
and expending all their ammunition, the party stopped 
and turned towards camp, — the best thing they could do ; 
for by that time the bear ha'd gained on them so they 
could not have hit him had they been possessed of all 
the cartridges ever made. 

The chase after Bruin had tired them out, and the rest 
of the way they walked slowly ; it was seven o'clock 
when they reached camp, and instead of having an 
early tea, as they had intended, it was after eight before 
they sat down to supper. 

Around the camp-fire that evening they settled the 
question of going to the Richardson Ponds, but con- 
cluded not to carry the tents. The owners of Camp 
Bellevue had built a small log cabin up to the ponds, 
known as Camp Borie. Mr. Betton, hearing the boys 
speak of their intention of visiting the ponds, had very 
kindly given them permission to use the camp when 
they went there, and told them to send for the keys 
when they were ready to leave the mouth of the river. 
The party could return them on their way down the 
lake. Claude requested the guides to procure the keys 
in the morning, and the boys having talked over their 
preparations for the next week's camping, until they 
were tired of hearing it themselves, broke up the " pow 
wow," and turned in for the night. 
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CHAPTER XHx. 

AT THE I^EAD OF THE LAKE. 

Monday morning dawned pleasant, but cold, and 
when the boys first went out-doors they had to run and 
jump, and exercise in other ways, to thoroughly warm 
up their blood. By breakfast time they felt more com- 
fortable, and were prepared to take their places at the 
table and exhibit their remarkable prowess in disposing 
of the various dishes before them. 

Having only three miles to row, they were in no 
especial hurry about starting, and it was ten o'clock 
before they left the landing. The wind blew strong, but 
was straight up the lake, and with its aid they reached 
the sand-beach at the head of the lake in little less than 
an hour, landing on the eastern shore. 

The guides, before starting, had proposed to the party 
to camp in the sweat-pit ; but the boys thought 
they could stand it three or four days longer in the 
tent, although some of the nights had been uncomfort- 
ably cool. 

If nothing happened to prevent, the party intended to 
start for the Richardson Ponds on Thursday afternoon ; 
if they should have a hard storm while tenting at the 
head of the lake the log camp would then be available, 
as it w^s only a short distance from where they pro- 
posed pitching their tents. 
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The light boats were drawn safely up on the beach, 
then the guides' boat was unloaded and taken out of the 
water. The tents and stores were carried up on a little 
knoll, the site the boys had selected for their camp, and 
but a few steps from the lake. Some underbrush had 
to be cleared away to make a smooth flooring for the 
living tent; but when the guides looked for the axes 
they were not to be found. Two axes belonged to the 
boys, and Frank had a small hatchet of his own. All 
of these were missing. 

** Who has seen the axes, or my hatchet?" inquired 
Frank, when he found they were not forthcoming. 

No one ha<J seen them. 

" They must have been left down to the mouth of the 
river," said George. " I remember of seeing them 
down to the shore with the other things." 

"How could they have been overlooked, then?" 
queried St. Clair. 

" I know how," answered Frank. " After we loaded 
the boat I did not go back and look over the ground as 
I have at every place we have left before, thinking 
everything was in the boat. George or I will have to 
go down and get them, for we can't cut any camp wood 
till we have an axe." 

" You can get up the dinner without one," ventured 
Claude. 

" If we can find drift-wood enough along the shore to 
cook it with, we can," returned Frank. 

" Let the tents go, then, for the present. We can set 
the table in the open air. It is after eleven o'clock. 
You and George start a fire anywhere you like, and 
prepare the dinner, and we will find fuel enough for 
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you. After dinner I will take the Fairy, and go down 
and get the axes." 

" We don't want you to go," replied the guides. 

" I would as soon go as not. You can be of more 
use here than three of us ; so don't worry any over it. 
We have been lucky, I think, not to have had anything 
left behind until now, changing camp, as we have, five 
or six times." 

The guides then turned their attention to the dinner, 
and the boys skirmished a while for firewood, and suc- 
ceeded in finding all th&t was needed. The table was 
set under the spreading branches of a large pine, and as 
the days were very warm at noon the party enjoyed 
their meal out of doors as well, if not better than any 
taken in their tent. 

After the meal was over, Claude called St. Clair and 
Foster, and they launched the Fairy ; the guides told 
them they had better take Frank's boat, as they could 
sail back, the wind being fair ; but Claude declined it, 
telling them that the wind might die away or change 
before they were ready to come back, which would have 
been nothing unusual, and then they would have to row 
a heavy boat each way. 

" We will be back here by three o'clock," remarked 
Claude, as the Fairy left the shore. 

'' You will have to pull some to do it," said Frank. 
" It is ten minutes past one now." 

The guides cleared up the table and washed the 
dishes, while the rest of the party rambled off to take a 
look about the place. 

The boys went down to the shore, and followed along 
to the outlet of Saw Mill Brook, then up the brook to 
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the old dam, which sets but a few rods from the lake. 
They stumbled across the ruins of a wheel and some 
other mill gear, and found a cellar, nearly filled up and 
overgrown, where a house had once stood. They were 
quite interested in the spot, and walked about for nearly 
an hour. Then they crossed the stream, on the ruins 
of the dam, and striking the path that led up to the 
Sweat-Pit followed it up until they came to the camp. 
They approached it cautiously, for it suddenly occurred 
to some of them that the Modocs might be camping 
there. But not hearing any noise, or seeing any tiling 
that looked suspicious, they went up to it in a body, and 
found it deserted. They entered it and looked it over. 
It was not a great deal different from other camps of the 
kind they had seen, and they concluded that nothing 
but a storm would drive them into it, for they were 
better accommodated in their tent. 

After stopping at this place half an hour they went 
back to the brook, crossing on the dam as before, and 
then struck for the camp through the underbrush. This 
was so thick and so high that they found it hard travel- 
ling, until they accidentally came upon a path that led 
towards the lake. They followed this, and came out on 
the beach a short distance froip the spot where they had 
landed. 

The guides asked them where they had been, and the 
boys told them, and wished to know if that was where 
old Richardson used to have his mill. 

George told them it was, and informed them there 
was a house there also. 

"We found the cellar," said Wingate, ''and some 
brakes that were as high as our heads." 
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" Those are rousing brakes," assented Frank. 

" They are the largest I ever saw/' declared Maynard ; 
" they look like miniature palmrtrees. One could almost 
fancy themselves in a tropical climate among such plants 
as those." 

''If you was down here in January you wouldn't 
think there was much tropical climate about it," returned 
George, smiling. 

" No, I suppose not. It must be mighty cold here in 
winter." 

"I have seen it so cold down* here," added Frank, 
solemnly, " that a man was afraid to open his mouth for 
fear his tongue would freeze ^olid, and we had to 
breathe through our noses, and talk altogether by signs 
for a week at a time." 

"That will do," said Adams, as the boys burst into 
a roar ; " that is a belly full ; we can't stand any more at 
present." 

" There comes the Fairy, almost in to the shore," 
cried Robbins, who had been the first to observe the 
boat. 

" Five minutes of three," said Le Roy, looking at his 
watch ; " they have made their time." 

" Now we will get up the tents," suggested George, 
as he went down to the beach to get the axes. 

" We are back in time," remarked Claude, as he and 
St. Clair took the Fairy out of the water. 

" Yes, you did well," answered the guide. 

" See anybody down there, Foster? " asked Robbins. 

'' Yes, there was ja party of five, just come up from 
the Arm." 

*' Where were they from, and who were they ? " 
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" They were from New York, and they were New 
Yorkers," responded Foster, with a grin. 

'' How smart you are ! " retorted Robbins ; " I meant 
to ask you if you knew any of them." 

" No, never saw one of them before in my life." 

"Did they have any guides with them?" inquired 
George of Claude. 

"Yes, two. They were oldish men, — brothers, I 
think, by the name of Cutting." 

"Where were they going to stop? At the Upf>er 
Dam Camp?" 

" No, they had tents, and were going to camp near 
the lake, at the mouth of the river, on the old camping- 
ground." 

" Are you making those axes, George?" now yelled 
Frank, who had stopped on the camp-ground. 

" Coming, my boy," returned George, as he went to 
the assistance of Frank, followed by the boys. 

With the aid of the axes the guides soon had two 
places of the proper size bushed out, and the tents were 
pitched over the spots cleared of underbrush. Fresh 
boughs were cut for bedding; the "kitchen," as the 
boys facetiously termed the place where the guides did 
their cooking, was arranged ; and by five o'clock the 
camp was in order. As it was now time for the guides 
to commence getting supper, the boys offered to cut 
wood enough for the camp-fire that evening, and, going 
down to the beach, worked with such good will that 
by the time George called them to supper they had a 
huge pile all ready to light, and more to back it up 
with. 

The boys were always remarkably prompt to obey 
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any call to meals, for the invigorating air of this won- 
derful region kept them hungry all the time, and they 
were soon seated, discussing the merits of broiled trout. 
The supper, to quote St. Clair, passed off with the 
usual iclat^ and at eight o'clock the camp-fire on the 
beach was lit, and the boys and their guides gathered 
about its pleasant light. 

''What are we going to do to-morrow, fellows?" 
asked Le Roy, with a questioning* glance at the other 
members of the party. 

" Go up on Mt. Observatory," said Wingate. 

'' Go up the brook, fishing," suggested Smith. 

" Lefs all go gunning," proposed Adams. 

'' Suppose we go over to the cranberry-bog," remarked 
Claude, " and get some cranberries. We could take 
our guns with us, and, if we saw any thing worth shoot- 
ing, we could blaze away at it." 

" Where is the cranberry-bog.? " queried Robbins. 

" Over on the other side of the lake, dbout a couple 
of miles." 

" If there are any cranberries to be had, I should 
like to go over there. Do you think we could get any, 
George ? " interrogated St. Clair. 

" Certainly. They are pretty thick over to the bog, 
generally." 

"Will we get any game on the road?" inquired 
Foster. 

"I don't know; I think likely we will. We ought 
to raise some partridges on the way, and when we 
reach the bog we may see some bears. They are very 
fond of cranberries, and go there for them every fall. 

'' I move we go to the cranberry-bog, fellows," said 
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Claude; "and perhaps Foster will have a chance to 
take another bear-back ride. 

" Oh, let up on that bear, can't you? '* asked Foster, 
with a goo&-natured smile. 

" It is rough walking over there," remarked Frank ; 
" we shall have to take the whole day for the trip." 

"No matter," answered Claude; "we can take 
some g^b with us." 

The boys decided to go, and then went up to the 
tent and turned in. 

The guides called them promptly at six the next morn- 
ing, and by half-past seven they were once more on the 
tramp. 

The road was execrable, and they made but slow 
progress. The country they crossed was swampy, and 
covered with a thick growth of bushes, and it was a 
hard job to push one's way 'through them. They 
stopped often to rest, and they were three hours in 
reaching the bog ; they had seen no game, and had shot 
nothing on the way. 

Selecting a dry spot for their guns they " stacked 
arms," and went to picking berries. The cranberries 
really were very thick, and by one o'clock they had 
all they could carry comfortably to camp. Then 
they ate their lunch, and started for the lake. They 
saw signs of bears, but did not get a glimpse of any of 
the animals themselves. When within half a mile of 
the tent they run across a couple of partridges, and 
Maynard and Wingate shot them. The party reached 
camp at five o'clock, and the boys, tired and weary, put 
away their guns, and threw themselves down to rest 
until supper-time. 
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" The trout are all gone, boys," said George, as they 
lounged about the camp-fire that evening; '' we cooked 
the last of them for supper." 

*' Then I suppose we shall have to go fishing to-mor- 
row," returned Adams. 

''You will, if you want any trout to eat," decided 
George. 

"Think we would have any luck on this brook?" 
asked St. Clair. 

"I don't think you would get many; you would 
have better luck on the lake now, and get larger fish. 
If you wanted to try the brook, two or three of you 
would be enough to fish it." 

" We might divide our forces," suggested Wingate, 
" and fish in different places." 

"I go in for that," remarked Claude. "Three of 
us can go up the brook, three over in the West Arm, 
and three out to the reef, and then we will be likely to 
bring in some fish." 

After considerable talk it was arranged that Foster, 
Smith, and Robbins should fish the brook, and Claude, 
St. Clair, and George visit the West Arm in the Fairy. 
Wingate, Maynard, and Frank were to go out to the 
reef in the guides' boat, while Le Roy and Adams 
were to take the Water Witch and go to the mouth of 
the river and up to the dam. The latter party would 
be gone all day and obtain their dinner at the Upper 
Dam Camp. 

Wednesday morning the breakfast was served with- 
out trout, and the boys declared they missed them as 
much as they would have missed their coffee. 

Le Roy and Adams started at eight o'clock, as did 
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also the brook party, and the rest of the boys left camp 
as soon as the guides had finished their work. 

The party that visited tlie West Arm did not have the 
very best success, and only brought in six trout at noon, 
that weighed nine pounds. George proposed to St. 
Clair and Claude that they should try on the lake near 
the reef after dinner, and see if they wouldn't have 
better luck, and the boys assented to it. 

Frank, with Wingate and Maynard, who had fished 
about the reef in the morning, had only taken five trout, 
weighing eight pounds ; when George informed him, 
at dinner, that his party were going to fish about 
the reef in the afternoon, Frank concluded at once to 
swap places with him, and the Fairy and her crew went 
to the West Arm in the afternoon. 

Neither Foster, Smith, nor Robbins put in an appear- 
ance at dinner; they had taken some hard-tack with 
them, and told Claude in the morning that they might 
not be back until supper- time. 

It was understood among the party that tea would be 
served at half-past six, and all hands were to be at camp 
by that time, if possible. 

Frank and his companions did better at the West Arm 
than they had on the lake in the morning,. and took 
fifteen pounds of trout, reaching camp at five o'clock. 

As soon as George noticed the Fairy heading for the 
landing he up with his anchor and pulled to shore, 
reaching it but two or three minute;B behind Frank. His 
luck had been worse than in the morning ; they had 
only taken two trout, weighing in all three pounds. 

At six o'clock the brook party returned with a string 
of over two hundred trout, the largest one weighing not 
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quite half a pound. The three boys had had a hard 
tramp, fishing sometimes on one side of the brook, and 
then on the other, and were all tired out. They 
reported that up the brook a mile or two they had seen 
an animal they supposed to be a beaver, and after 
describing it to the guides George and Frank concluded 
that it was one. 

Just as supper was put on the table Le Roy and 
Adams came up to the tent, lugging three fish, that 
weighed twenty-four pounds. 

The boys opened their eyes, and the guides wanted to 
know where they had taken them. 
, Le Roy informed them that when they reached the 
mouth of the river they found three gentlemen fishing 
there, and they concluded to try the dam first. They 
went up to the dam and climbed down on the apron, 
and spent the forenoon fishing there, Le Roy taking a 
trout that weighed seven pounds. At noon they went 
to the camp and took dinner ; then went down to the 
landing, launched their boat, and pulled over to the 
mouth of the river, nobody being there. They made 
the boat fast to a boulder at the foot of the white 
water, and threw their flies for an hour without getting 
ia rise. 

They were about discouraged, and were talking of 
returning to the head of the lake, when each one struck 
a trout about the same moment. Adams's trout 
weighed nine and a half pounds and Le Roy's seven 
and a half. 

It was about all they could do to save their fish, and 
keep them from entangling their lines, but they man- 
aged to do it ; after safely securing their big prizes they 
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fished an hour longer, but without further success, and 
they returned to camp. 

The other boys and the guides congratulated them on 
their success, and then the fishermen sat down to supper, 
and stowed away dozens of the little brook trout, that 
Foster, Smith, and Robbins had caught. 

As the party were to visit the Richardson Ponds the 
next day, the guides had thought best to cook the 
smaller trout first, as they could not be carried as easily 
as the larger ones. 

After appeasing their hunger, a fire was built on the 
beach, and the boys and guides talked over the feasi- 
bility of carrying the light boats up to the large ponds. 
Some of the party favored the idea, and others, who 
thought it would make too hard work for them, argued 
against it. The boats weighed about sixty pounds each, 
and although two of the boys could pick up one and 
carry it a short distance, it was another thing to lug it 
two miles. The guides remained neutral on the ques- 
tion, not being particularly anxious to have the boys 
take the boats ; on the other hand, they did not like to 
say anything against it, for fear the party would think 
they were trying to shirk a little hard work. 

The argument waxed long and fierce, neither party 
being willing to yield their point, and finally Claude 
proposed a compromise, to the effect that two of the 
boats should be taken to the ponds, and the other lefl at 
the head of the lake, with the guides' boat. This was 
accepted by both parties, as twp boats would be suffi- 
cient to carry the entire party on the ponds, as there 
would be no sea on them to amount to anything. In 
addition, the guides informed the boys that they knew 
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of a birch, hidden near the pond, whose owner had 
given their consent to use it when they were up there, 
and that they should avail themselves of his offer. 

'' Shall we leave the tents pitched while we are up to 
the ponds ? " queried Adams. 

''No, indeed," answered Claude; "they must be 
taken down and hid in the bushes." 

" Then they will have to be set up again, for we 
shall have to stop here over night, when we come back 
again from the ponds," said St. Clair. 

" It won't be much of a job to pitch them again," 
said George, " and I don't think it would do to leave 
them up, as we might have a gale while we are away 
that would blow them all to* pieces if they were left 
standing." 

" They had better be hid in the bushes,' with the 
boats," suggested Frank. 

" I suppose you intend to stop here Monday night, 
Claude," remarked Maynard. 

" Yes, and go down the lake Tuesday morning." 

" If we should have a heavy head-wind Tuesday," 
suggested Wingate, " we could not get down the lake ; 
and even if all things are favorable we shall have to 
start mighty early in order to get down to the Arm by 
the time the teams arrive. Sixteen miles is a pretty 
long pull." 

"We might do this," proposed George, — "leave 
the ponds early Monday morning so as to get here 
about two or three o'clock in the afternoon ; then we 
could load up, and pull down the lake three or four 
miles. I know a good place to camp just above Half- 
Moon Island, on the same side of the lake. It is nearly 
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half-way down to the Arm, — if you could stand it to 
pull so far." 

'' I approve of your plan," assented Claude, " and 
think that is the best thing we can do. We can stand 
the pulling well enough." 

The boys were in favor of George's proposition, and 
it was agreed to carry it out. 

Robbins suggested that it would be a good idea to 
take all that was left behind, while up to the ponds, and 
store the things in the Sweat-Pit. But the guides con- 
tended that everything would be as safe hid in the 
bushes as they would in the old camp, and not so liable 
to be seen or used. 

As the party was to make an early start in the morn- 
ing Claude now suggested that they had better, go to 
bed, and the council was broken up. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE RICHARDSON PONDS. 

As all hands had been talking over this trip to the 
Richardson Ponds for the last week, Thursday morning 
saw them all up early, and ready to sit down to break- 
fast at half-past six. 

It had been decided to leave the Water Witch at tiie 
lake, and while the guides were eating breakfast tiie 
boys took her from the beach and carried her up into 
the bushes, turning her bottom up. She was then 
covered plentifully with green boughs. 

The guides' boat was then taken care of in the same 
way, and the Fairy and Go Ahead were carried up to 
camp. 

After the dishes were cleared up, the tents were taken 
down, done up compactly, and laid beside the boats in 
tlie bushes. All other articles that would not be needed 
at the ponds were also carried to the cache and covered 
with boughs. As there were dishes and facilities for 
cooking at Camp Borie, many things were dispensed 
with ; the boats, guns, and ammunition, fishing-tackle, 
blankets and grub, comprised the bulk of their luggage. 

Although the entire party worked like beavers it was 
half-past eight before they left camp. 

The "pluhder," as the guides termed the luggage, 
was divided according to the strength of the individuals. 
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The trouble in carrying the boats was their bulk more 
than their weight, and occasionally a part of the path 
would have to be bushed out, to allow the passage of 
the boats easily. 

No one was inclined to hurry, and frequent stops for 
rest were made. Two of the boys would carry a boat 
fifteen minutes, and then change with two others. In 
this way they went along quite comfortably. A long 
pole, sufficiently stout to bear the weight of the boat 
without bending too much, had been run lengthway of 
each boat, and fastened to it with strong line at the bow 
and stern. The pole extended about two feet beyond 
each end of the boat, and the boys were thus enabled to 
carry it easily on their shoulders. The walking was 
very good the most of the way, and they reached the 
pond a little past noon, launched the boats, and pulled 
to the head of the lake, where the camp was situated, 
and the guides opened it and started a fire. Everybody 
was tired and hungry, and dinner was the first thing 
thought of. The party had brought all the trout with 
them that they had had on hand, so in this case it was 
not necessary to " catch your fish before you could eat 
it ; " all the boys took hold and helped the guides about 
the dinner, and at two o'clock it was served, which was 
at least an hour earlier than tiiey expected to get it. 

After dinner part of the boys went out on the pond, 
and took a row around it; the others, who were too 
tired from their tramp to make much exertion, amused 
themselves by firing with revolvers at a mark near the 
camp. 

When the boats returned George asked Le Roy, 
who had been in one, if they had seen any signs of the 
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Modocs. But the party informed him that tiiey had 
neither seen nor heard any one but themselves. 

"I didn't know but what those beats would hang 
around here until we came," said the guide; "but I 
guess if they were going to Parmachenee tliey have left 
before this ; " and he turned away to his cooking. 

Frank came into camp in the evening, and said he 
thought he smelled smoke. He had been down to the 
shore of the pond, and it seemed to him to come from the 
east side. He was certain that it was not the smoke of 
their own camp-fire that he smelled. 

This rather startled the boys, as it brought the Modocs 
to their mind. If there was any smoke about beside 
what came from their camp-fire of course somebody 
else was camping in the vicinity ; and the whole party 
rushed out of doors, to assure themselves in regard to 
the smoke. 

There was a very light north-west wind blowing, and 
the party walked to iJvindward of the camp, so as not to 
be sold by their own smoke. After getting far enough 
away each one commenced snifliing and snuflSng, but 
without detecting any smell of smoke. 'Even George 
declared that he did not smell it, and they all concluded 
that Frank must be mistaken, especially when he ac- 
knowledged that he did not smell it then himself. 

They returned to the camp, and planned an excur- 
sion to the summit of Mount Observatory the next day, 
if the weather was suitable, and then the whole party 
retired to rest. 

Every one slept well that night, a great deal better 
than they would have done had they known before they 
turned in that the Modocs were encamped within a 
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quarter of a mile of them, and that they had seen the 
boys' boats when they went up the pond. 

Friday morning was warm and pleasant, and the 
sportsmen were out early. Claude went down to the 
pond after breakfast to get a fishing-rod he had left 
there the night before, and returned to camp on the 
jump. He had the rod with him ; but there was some- 
thing in his face that caused the boys to gather around 
him. 

" Whafs up?" asked St. Clair, who saw at a glance 
that something had happened. 

" Did either of you hide the boats last night?" 

*' No ! " exclaimed the boys. 

" They are gone I " 

" Gone ?" echoed the others, astonishment and dis- 
may depicted on their faces. 

" Yes, gone ! " reiterated Claude. 

" Arfe you sure?" asked the guides. 

" Sure pop ! " 

*' Then you can bet your life those Modocs have been 
round here," said George. 

'' Yes," added Frank, a gleam of intelligence light- 
ing up his face ; " and the smoke I smelt last night was 
from their fire." 

This seemed probable, and nobody denied it. 

" Well, the sooner we find them the better," re- 
marked George. " No Observatory Mountain for us 
to-day. Let's go down to the pond." 

The whole party followed him down to the shore 
where the boats had been left. 

As Claude said, they were not to be found. The 
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guides examined the shore for several rods above and 
below where the boats had been left. 

" I have found their trail," cried George ; " they 
came from above, and have crossed the pond in them." 

'' Then we shall find the boats on the other side," de- 
clared Foster. 

" Not much ! " exclaimed Frank. *' If those cusses 
were going to Parmachenee they will take those boats 
with them. It's only three miles from here to Esker- 
hoss Falls, and those boats would be a small load for 
such strong fellows as tliose are. We must follow them 
at once." 

"But how will we cross the pond?" queried Rob- 
bins. 

" We can't cross it. We must go around tiie lower 
end, and follow up the we^ern shore until we find 
where they landed, then put after them." 

The party returned to camp; each one took a few 
hard bread and doughnuts, and the revolvers and guns 
were loaded. The boys had brought some very fine 
shot with them to shoot birds with, without injuring 
them much, as they wished to preserve their wings to 
present to some of their young lady friends at home. 
This shot was used to load tiie guns with, Claude de- 
claring that if he came within gunshot of them he 
would warm some of them up. The camp was locked 
up, and they started off. 

The guides told the boys they were sure to catch the 
Modocs ; it was only a matter of time. 

The party followed the shore of the pond, passed 
down the western side, and, as they reached the lower 
end, watched the bushes carefully as they went along. 
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They reached a point nearly opposite to where the 
boats had been left the night before, and found where 
the Modocs had landed. The trail was broad and 
plain, and, with a yell of satisfaction, the guides dashed 
forward, followed by the boys. 

"Now, boys," cried George, " put your best foot 
forward, for the sooner we overhaul those cusses the 
shorter distance we shall have to bring the boats back." 

The Modocs had taken no care to cover their trail, 
thinking probably that they would not be followed so 
soon. They knew if they once reached the head of 
Aziscohos Falls, and launched the boats on the Magal- 
loway, that the boys would stand a poor chance to 
catch them, although the guides declared they would 
follow the thieves clear to Canada but what they would 
recover the boats. 

The trail led around the base of Mount Observatory, 
and the guides felt certain that the pirates would work 
up through the valley between Aziscohos and Observa- 
tory Mountains. As their progress with the boats 
must necessarily be slow, the guides thought tiiey could 
shorten the chase by crossing the end of the mountain 
about half way up, and come down in the valley, if not 
ahead of them, at least very near them. By doing this 
the pursuing party would save nearly a mile of the 
distance. 

This plan was accordingly followed, and the guides 
climbed the mountain, the boys close at their heels. 
They reached the highest point they had to cross, and 
commenced their descent. 

The guides now cautioned the party not to make any 
unnecessary noise, and they went down the mountain 
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swiftly, but carefully. When they were about 
half-way across between the two mountains they found 
the trail again. The glides examined it carefully, and 
were positive that the thieves were but a short distance 
ahead. 

This was encouraging, and the whole party hurried 
onward with renewed vigor. 

In ten minutes from the time they had struck the trail 
in the valley they came in sight of the Modocs, and then 
made a rush for them. 

The thieves heard them and turned. 

As soon as they saw the number of their pursuers they 
dropped the boats, and held a hurried consultation. 
Then the large one, whom Claude recognized as the 
one he had had the little difficulty with at Mosquito 
Brook, grabbed an axe from one of the gang, and raised 
it to stave a hole in the bottom of the boat nearest him. 

The boys saw the action and knew what it meant. 

Claude and St. Clair were a little in advance of the 
others, and their decisive action saved the boat. 

" Fire into the crowd, St. Clair," cried Claude, as he 
saw the rascal swing the axe to his shoulder, "and I 
will pepper that villain." 

The two guns were fired at the same moment, and the 
big bully, with a howl of rage, dropped his axe without 
hurting the boat. The other Modocs fled, and yelled 
to him to follow them, which he did the instant he 
recovered his axe ; he had been so surprised at the 
prompt measures of the pursuing party that he had let 
his axe fall to the ground. 

As the thieves started, three or four of the pur- 
suers gave them a volley, without any intention of 
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hitting them, but merely to accelerate their flight. The 
gang was soon out of sight, and the boys turned their 
attention to the boats. 

Witli the exception of the paint being rubbed oflT a 
little in a few places they were uninjured, and the party 
felt satisfied. 

"Do you think those scoundrels will be back here 
again ? " asked Le Roy. 

"No, sir," answered George. "They know now 
that you will not stand any fooling, and they will not 
trouble us again." 

"How will they get up to Parmachenee now?" 
queried St. Clair. 

" They'll steal a boat at the falls, probably," returned 
Frank. 

" I suppose we may as well go back to camp now," 
suggested Claude. 

" I propose to devour a few doughnuts and hardtack, 
before I start," said Wingate, looking at his watch ; " it 
is almost noon." 

The other members of the party thought that a good 
idea, and they all sat down and eat their lunch. 

When they were ready to start George and Claude 
took one of the boats, and Frank and St. Clair the 
other. They carried them until they were tired, and 
then four others took their places. They reached the 
south-west corner of the pond about four o'clock, and 
launched the boats. As they would not carry the 
whole party without too much crowding, Claude and 
the two guides walked around the end of the pond, and 
reached the camp shortly after the boys. 

The guides opened the camp and started a fire, and 
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proceeded to get supper at once, for the small lunch 
they had eaten when they recovered the boats had only 
taken the edge off of their hunger. 

" Do you suppose we hurt those rascals any when we 
fired, Claude?" said St. Clair. 

" I know I did that one that was going to stave the 
Fairy. I believe if the rascal had put a hole in her I 
should have given him a charge of buckshot next, for I 
had a few in my pocket." 

" I shouldn't care if we had half killed them," 
sputtered Robbins, savagely; "they have spoiled the 
whole day for us." 

" Yes, and such a nice day as it has been," returned 
Le Roy ; " it may storm to-morrow." 

*'We shall have a good day to-morrow,*' declared 
Frank, who had overheard the remark ; " it don't look 
a bit like a storm." 

" Then we will climb the mountain to-morrow," put 
in Maynard. 

The talk in the evening turned upon the bush- 
whackers, as George termed them. 

The boys thought strange that such a rough crowd 
should get up into the woods. 

But the guides assured their party that it was the first 
gang of the kind that they had ever met in the lake 
region, and they hoped it would be the last. They 
added if the Modocs went to stealing up to Parma- 
chenee some of the old hunters there would not 
hesitate to give them a charge of buckshot, or tie 
them up to a tree and give them such a thrashing that 
they would be careful afterwards how they meddled 
with other people's property. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



346 Eastward^ Ho! or^ 

The boys talked some of setting a guard that night, 
but the guides declared there was no need of it, and 
that they would be responsible for the safety of every- 
thing around the camp. 

Thus assured, all turned in, and slept until morning 
without alarm, or being disturbed. The guides found 
everything safe when they arose, and the boys were 
then willing to believe that they had seen the last of 
the Modocs, which turned out to be the case. 

As the excursion to the summit of Observatory 
would occupy tiie greater part of the day the guides 
prepared a substantial lunch, and at half-past eight they 
left camp. 

It was a very warm morning, and remarkably 
pleasant, the weather appearing more like July than 
September. The party crossed the pond in the boats, 
making two trips, to avoid overcrowding; when the 
second party crossed they took the boats out of the 
water, and hid them in the bushes, then started on the 
tramp. 

They had agreed on reaching the western shore of 
the pond to make a bee line for the top of Observatory, 
as the mountain sloped down to the lake. On this side, 
however, it was very steep, necessitating a hard climb. 
But all the boys had gained in strength and vigor, and 
there was not a boy among them but had largely devel- 
oped his muscles, and who was not twice as fit to stand 
fatigue or work as he had been when they left Boston . 
A climb up the mountain, therefore, did not trouble 
them in the least, although the)'^ occasionally came to 
places that were nearly perpendicular. But the heat 
did trouble them some, for there had not been so warm 
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a day for weeks. The air was not only hot, but oppres- 
sive, and the perspiration rolled down their faces in 
streams as tiiey worked their way up from the pond-. 
The forest was also very dense, and several times during 
the ascent they had to make a detour to avoid the un- 
derbrush, which in some spots was so thick that they 
could not work their way through it. 

The party had calculated ta make the ascent in about 
two hours, but when they reached the summit and 
Claude looked at his watch it was half-past eleven. They 
had been just three hours from camp. All hands sat 
down and rested a while, and then took dinner. At one 
o'clock they had finished their lunch, and recovered from 
their fatigue, and jumped up to take a look about them. 

They found the view from the mountain more restricted 
than that from Aziscohos, although fine enough to sat- 
isfy them for having made the ascent. Nearly the 
entire summit of the mountain was wooded, and the 
clearing was not more than a quarter as large as that on 
Aziscohos. The views obtained from Observatory were 
so similar to those the boys had seen from Aziscohos 
, that it is not necessary to give a detailed description. 

They were startled from a controversy they had been 
holding on the comparative merits of the two mountains, 
by a deep muttering overhead, that portended a coming 
storm. 

'' That was thunder ! " exclaimed St. Clair. 

" No doubt about that," answered George, as he took 
a look around the sky ; " and we are going to have some 
more of it." 

*' A thunder-storm would not be very surprising after 
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the heat of to-day, although it is rather late in the sea- 
son for one," said Claude. 

The sun had gradually become obscured, and the black 
clouds were rolling down upon them with startling 
swiftness. 

" We had better get out of this," proposed Le Roy ; 
"we shall be enveloped in clouds in a few moments 
longer." 

As he ceased speaking there came a tremendous flash 
of lightning, nearly blinding them, followed by a thunder- 
clap that seemed to shake the rocks beneath them. 

It had appeared to be in their very midst, and, as they 
looked anxiously about to see if any were harmed, they 
noticed a small pine about twenty feet away from them 
had been split in two from top to bottom, and was burnt 
and blackened along the trunk where the lightning had 
run. 

And now the storm burst upon them in all its fury. 
It was no every-day thunder-shower, but the most terri- 
ble tempest the boys had ever seen. The lightning 
flashed continually, and with such brilliancy as to dazzle 
their eyesight. The roar of the thunder was terrific, 
and the ground trembled beneath them. The storm- 
clouds had swept down upon them, turning the light of 
day into almost Egyptian darkness. The rain came 
down in sheets, and sounded like the hoarse voice 
of some mighty torrent. They were wet to the skin 
in less than a minute after the rain had struck them. 
It did not seem like a shower, but appeared as if a del- 
uge had suddenly burst upon them. They were really 
confused by the chaos of the elements, and huddled 
together like a flock of sheep. Finally the guides 
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seemed to rally from their surprise, and proposed to 
leave the mountain. 

" We must get down into tiie woods, boys," screamed 
Frank, as it was almost impossible to hear one's voice 
above the roar of the storm ; " it won't do to stay here ; 
we are too much exposed ; follow me." 

" Be careful where you go," yelled George in return, 
as they started downwards; "you can't see ten feet 
ahead, and some of us will break our necks if we go over 
those steep places unawares." 

" I'll look out," responded Frank ; " anything is bet- 
ter than this." 

They had just gained the edge of the heavier timber 
when a lightning-bolt struck a huge pine in front of 
them, tearing it to splinters, which flew all around 
them. The thunder that followed was awful, and 
some of the boys scarcely knew whether they were alive 
or dead. 

" This storm beats all I ever saw ! " exclaimed 
Frank, as they stopped a moment to rally from the 
effects of the last thunder and lightning. 

" It must be the last of the season," replied George. 

" How would you like to be on the lake now, in the 
Fairy?" asked St. Clair of Claude. 

" Don't mention it," returned his friend, with a 
shudder. 

" I don't believe a small boat would live through this 
storm, if it was in the middle of the lake when it first 
came," said George. 

" Nor I, either," added Frank. 

For two hours tlie storm continued with unbated fury, 
the party meantime making their way slowly and care- 
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fully down the mountain, in constant danger from the 
lightning and the falling trees, many of which were 
blown over by the hurricane. 

At four o'clock they reached the shore of the pond, 
and found themselves near the centre of the sheet of 
water. The guides had been confused by the severe 
storm, and had not come down as directly as they went 
up. They turned to the right, and made their way 
along the shore fo their boats, which were a half-mile 
below them. 

Indications were now that the tempest was abating. 
The lightning and thunder came less frequently, and were 
not so heavy. The rain, also, had slackened very ma- 
terially, and seemed inclined to stop. The blacker 
clouds had blown over, and daylight was becoming a 
little brighter. 

- They found the boats all right ; but they had had a 
narrow escape. A large spruce, two feet through at 
the butt, had blown over in the hurricane, and had 
fallen directly across the boats; but before reaching 
them had lodged in another tree that had held the wind- 
fall up, but only about six inches above the bottom of 
the boats. 

The party opened their eyes when they beheld the 
spruce,. 

" ^y gracious ! " exclaimed Frank ; *' you came 
mighty near losing those boats." 

" If that windfall hadn't lodged," asserted George, 
" they would have been smashed to flinders.'* 

" That is so," cried St. Clair. 

The boats were taken from beneath tlie tree and 
launched, and half the party crossed tlie pond. Frank 
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returned with the boats, and the others were ferried 
over. 

It was five o'clock when they reached the camp, all 
of them, as Robbins expressed it, " as wet as drowned 
rats." 

A fire was kindled in the stove, and, in spite of the 
rain, which had degenerated into a drizzle, a huge fire 
was soon roaring and crackling in front of the camp, 
and the boys gathered about it, their wet garments 
throwing out a cloud of steam from the eflfects of the 
fierce heat. 

The guides now turned their attention to supper, as 
the whole party were as hungry as they were wet. 
Claude suggested that they have coffee instead of tea ; 
and the cooks made it strong, the fine Java sending its 
fragrance throughout the canip. 

By the time supper was finished the rain was entirely 
over, and they added fuel to the fire out-doors, and 
gathered about it. Everything was so thoroughly 
water-soaked that there was no apprehension of danger 
from the fire, and the boys, after the guides had joined 
tliem, settled down for their usual talk. 

" Well, boys," said George, as he approached the 
party, " this is a little more comfortable than it was on 
top of the mountain this afternoon." 

" I should say it was," returned Claude; "but for 
one I am not sorry that we were out in the storm. It 
was terrible, to be sure, and at times I was frightened, 
there were so many trees falling ; but it was grand. It 
was the finest elemental warfare I ever witnessed, and 
to see it and escape unharmed was worth more than the 
ducking we received. I never dreamed of any such 
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thunder and lightning as we were witness to this after- 
noon." 

" I thought we were a gone-up community, one 
spell," remarked Smith, 

" One thing I am pretty sure of," observed Frank, 
*' and that is, that we have had all kinds of weather 
since you have been down here." 

" Yes," said Robbins, " I did not know there were 
so many kinds of weather." 

" You'll be weather-wise when you get home," sug- 
gested Frank. 

" How will it do when we get home," proposed St. 
Clair, " to tell the folks that there is a high Observatory 
down in the woods near the Richardson Lakes?" 

His friends saw the point and laughed. 

" They will want to know who built it, and what 
for," declared Le Roy. 

" We can answer that the Great Spirit built it years 
ago, so the Indians could overlook the country and see 
where the game was the thickest," returned St Clair, 
laughing. 

''What shall we do to-morrow, fellows?" asked 
Maynard. 

'' Stay in camp and behave ourselves," proposed 
Wingate ; " that is the proper thing for Sunday." 

" I should like to look round a little to-morrow, and 
see if I couldn't get a deer," said Maynard. 

Just then the party were startled by a slight crackling 
in the young growth near them, and Frank arose to his 
feet, making a warning motion to the others to keep 
still. He peered sharply in the direction from whence 
the sound* came, while Claude, who was nearest to the 
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camp, dropped to the ground, and made his way inside 
the cabin on his hands and knees. He returned in a few 
moments the same way he had gone, trailing his gun 
behind him. 

" What is it? " he asked of Frank in a whisper. 

"A deer, I believe." 

" Can you see him?" 

" Not yet. I think our fire has awakened his curi- 
osity, and perhaps he will approach near enough for a 
shot." 

During these whispered remarks the noise in the 
brush continued. It was so dark in the woods, however, 
that nothing could be seen, as the fire only lit up a 
small circle, and beyond this the gloom was intense. 

" I see him ! " whispered George, and he pointed 
towards a small white birch, just beyond which Claude 
could see two bright spots, shining and luminous in the 
thick darkness. 

" Let him have it, Claude ! " cried Frank ; " don't you 
see him?" 

" No ; I can see two bright spots, that is all." 

" Those are the deer's eyes. Blaze away ! don't wait 
all night." 

The young sportsman, thus importuned, did " blaze 
away," taking deliberate aim at the centre of the " two 
bright spots." The report was followed by a crashing 
noise, where the deer had been, and Claude fired the 
other barrel at random. 

As he pulled the second trigger the whole party made 
a rush for the spot where the deer had been, and were 
considerably elated to find the animal " dead as Chel- 
sea," not more tb^n ^ rod from where he had stood 
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when Claude first fired at him. The carcass was taken 
out to the fire, and found to be a fiill-grown buck. He 
had received nearly the whole of the first charge between 
the eyes, and a few scattering shot from the second 
charge had hit him on his left hind-flank. 

Claude was congratulated on his success, and the 
guides took off" the animal's skin, bled it properly, and 
hung it to the limb of a tree, to keep it out of the way 
of any hungry animals that might be prowling about in 
the night. They also built a fire under it, which would 
afford the meat additional protection. 

" We shall have fresh meat enough to last us out of 
the woods now,'' remarked Maynard. 

" That is so,** returned St. Clair, " and if we have any 
left when we reach the Arm of the Lake we can give 
it to the hotel man." 

" Venison steak for breakfast in the morning," declared 
Claude. " How is that for high ? " he added to Robbins ; 
for the growler was a heavy eater. 

" That will just suit my complexion," responded the 
coxswain of the Water Witch, and he smacked his lips 
in anticipation of the coming feast. 

" I am going to turn in," said Wingate, as he arose 
with a yawn, his mouth opening wide enough to admit 
a good-sized cabbage. 

"Well, go ahead," replied Smith, who was sitting 
next to him ; " but please don't swallow me before you 
start." 

The boys laughed at this sally, and the rest of them 
followed Wingate's example, and sought their beds. 
The guides sat up a short time longer to look after the 
fires, and then they also sought the fragrant boughs, 
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that served them for a couch, and retired without 
awakening any of their party, who by this time were 
sound asleep. 

The fatigue and excitement of the day made its im- 
pression on the sportsmen, and it was nine o'clock before 
the boys awoke on Sunday morning. When they arose 
they were surprised at the lateness of the hour ; but even 
then breakfast was not ready, the guides having been up 
but a short time themselves, for, like the boys, they had 
been completely tired out the day before. 

The venison was tried at breakfast, and found to be 
excellent, and Maynard chose the occasion to perpetrate 
one of his horrible puns, and was fined five cents for the 
crime. He remarked, in the course of the meal, " that 
although breakfast did not cost anything, it was very 
deer, for all that." 

Afler the guides had finished eating, Claude proposed 
that all hands should start with the boats and carry 
them half-way to the lake, as it would make their jaunt 
the next day much easier. 

^ His proposition was favorably received, and the boats 
were carried a trifle more than half-way, turned bottom 
up on the ground, and covered with brush. 

The party returned to camp in time for dinner, and in 
the afternoon they made a tour of the pond on foot ; they 
were delighted with the tramp, and reached the camp 
at six o'clock. After tea tliey indulged in singing, and 
the old woods echoed to the music of their voices until 
a late hour. As they went to bed that night the 
thought that they were to commence their journey home 
on the morrow sobered them, and there was less 
chaffing in camp that night than usual. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

HOMEWARD BOUND, 

" Rouse up 1 jump up I tumble up I any way you can 
get up I " bawled Foster, as he shook the different mem- 
bers of the party on Monday morning, he having been 
up for nearly half an hour. 

" Come, fellows," he continued, " it is a lovely morn- 
ing, and we are going to have a splendid day to com- 
mence our return home on." 

The lazy ones opened their eyes, and stared sleepily 
at the -wide-awake youngster, who was capering around 
the camp. 

*' What has turned you out so early this morning, 
you young rooster?" queried Claude, who had been 
awakened from a dream in which he had seen an angel 
hovering about his pillow, and discovered that the face 
bore a marvellous resemblance to that of a certain young 
lady in Chester Park. 

" Go home and tell your mother she wants you," 
cried Maynard, as he gaped and stretched, preparatory 
to turning out. . 

"I am going to start that way after breakfast," re- 
sponded Foster, laughing. 

The boys were soon up and out, and shortly after six 
o'clock breakfast was announced. When all had eaten, 
the guides left everything in order, put out the fire, locked 
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up the camp, and at half-past seven they were on their 
winding way toward the head of the lake. 

" Homeward bound ! " exclaimed Claude, as the party 
left the camp. 

" I wish I was going to stay down here all winter," 
said Le Roy ; " what skating thete must be on the lakes 
after they are frozen over ! " 

" And then you would have the fun of fishing through 
the ice in the spring," suggested Wingate. 

"Yes, and we should have to travel the same as the 
Indians do, on snow-shoes," added Smith. 

" I suppose the si^ow is four or five feet deep here in 
winter," ventured Maynard. 

" I have seen the drifts in the gullies over thirty feet 
deep," remarked George, who had been listening to the 
conversation. 

"Tell that to Tom Collins," responded Claude, with 
a credulous smile. 

" That is a fact ; he isn't joking ! " exclaimed Frank, 
coming to his brother's rescue ; " you can see such drifts 
down here most any winter, when we have only an ordi- 
nary amount of snow." 

The boys looked at him, but saw he was in earnest, 
and they finally believed the story, although it looked 
large to them. 

The guides were honest in their statement, however, 
and they might have added that all the snow in these 
large drifts does not disappear, some years, before the 
first of August. 

The party made good time until they reached their 
boats, and then their progress was necessarily slower. 
But those who carried the boats were relieved often, and 
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they arrived at their late camp at a few minutes past 
twelve, several hours earlier than they would have done 
if they had brought the boats the entire distance. 

The guides cooked dinner, and after it was eaten, all 
the boats were put in the lake, the guides' boat loaded 
with the tent and other baggage, and at four o'clock they 
left the head of the lake. 

There was no wind to trouble them, and, having left 
sooner than they expected, they decided to go as far as 
Metalic Point, and camp there for the night. They 
reached the point at seven o'clock, having stopped a few 
moments at Betton's to return the keys of Camp Bone, 
and thank the gentlemen for the use of .the camp. They 
also left them a piece of venison from the buc.k Claude 
had shot Sunday night. 

The boats were hauled out on the sand-beach and 
turned over, and the tents pitched in the grove on the 
same spot where they had camped on their way up the 
lake. 

The lanterns were lit, a huge fire started, and the 
guides prepared the evening meal. The long row the 
party had taken had given them an excellent appetite, 
and supper was eaten with that relish peculiar to persons 
who for weeks have enjoyed the pure air and balmy 
odors of the wilderness. 

" This is our last night in the woods, fellows," re- 
marked Maynard, as they gathered about the canip-fire 
in the evening. 

" We have had a rousing good time this summer," 
said St. Clair ; " it is the best vacation I ever had in my 
life." 
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" And it is the best one I ever expect to have," added 
Foster. 

" There is no reason why we should not have just as 
good a time next year, if we go to Parmachenee, as we 
have had this summer," declared Claude. 

" Perhaps all of us will not be able to go at the satne 
time next year," suggested Robbins. 

" I guess we will be able to manage it some way,'* 
returned Wingate. 

" I shall come down here another year if I come 
alone," asserted Adams, confidently ; " it has done me a 
great deal of good. Fll bet I weigh twenty pounds more 
than I did when I left home." 

" Your father won't be able to feed you when you get 
back," interposed Le Roy, with a laugh. 

"I know what your folks will do with you," retorted 
Adams. ^ 

"What?" inquired Le Roy. 

" Get you boarded by contract with some sausage- 
maker." 

The camp-fire burned late that night, for the boys had 
to review the whole of the trip, which had given them 
so much pleasure, and it was nearly midnight when 
they retired to rest. 

Tuesday morning they left Metalic Point at nine 
o'clock. It was still and calm, not a ripple on the 
water. The sun which had shone brightly early in the 
morning was obscured by clouds at ten o'clock, and the 
sky looked like a long storm. 

Off Spirit Island they caught a breeze from the south- 
east. The wind increased rapidly, and brought a heavy 
fog along with it. As the wind was ahead, the boys 
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bent to their oars in earnest, and they reached the land- 
ing at the Arm before there was much of a sea. 

They had been there nearly an hour before the teams 
came in, and eat their dinner in the mean time. Maco- 
demus was there, as good-natured as ever, and just as 
reftdy to tell a story, and there was quite a rivalry among 
the party as to who should ride with him. The boys 
settled the matter, after much argument, by drawing lots 
for seats on the Baroris team, and Wingate, Robbins, 
Claude, Le Roy, and Adams, were the lucky ones, the 
others riding with Mr. Thomas. 

The landlord had led in a team for the baggage, and 
Macodemus one for the boats, and the two guides drove 
them out. 

By the time Mr. Thomas and Macodemus had swal- 
lowed their grub, and the teams were loaded, the horses 
were ready, and they were harnessed without further 
delay. 

" Well, Baron Munchausen," said Claude, as he 
jumped on the front seat of Mac's springboard, "how 
has the world used you since I saw you last ? " 

"Kot half so well as it oughter," answered the 
worthy teamster, with a grin. 

" We -have had a high old time down here," remarked 
Le Roy, who with Claude shared Mac's seat. 

"I am glad yeVe had a good time," responded the 
Baron; "yer find this a different place, I spose, from 
Sarytogle and Long Ranch." 

" Saratoga and Long Branch, I suppose you mean," 
said Claude ; " yes, I could have more fun down here 
in one week than I could at one of those places all 
summer." 
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*' Claude shot a deer up to Richardson's Pond, Sun- 
day night," observed Wingate. 

*' Sho ! " exclaimed the old man ; " I spose you brought 
some of the meat down with yer." 

" Yes," answered Claude ; " but the greatest joke was 
how we nailed that deer. We were all sitting out front 
of the camp in the evening before a large fire, and the 
deer came up so near us that we saw his eyes shining 
through the bushes, and then I shot him. I suppose the 
fire attracted his curiosity." 

" Pooh I that* s nothing I " sniffed the Baron. " I was 
hunting up on the farm ridge one day last fall, and 
about noon sat down jon an old stump to take a bite of 
lunch, and the fiist thing I knew I saw a deer's head 
coming over my shoulder ; I was startled some, I tell ye. 
It took a junk of salt pork out o' my hand, and went to 
eatin' of it, and I jist pulled out my hunting-knife, and 
slit its throat. It was a female, and had a young fawn ^ 
with it, and I tied a string around its neck, and brought 
it down to my camp, intending to bring it home ; but it 
got away somehow in the night ; I tied it up behind the 
hovel ; " and Macodemus jerked his reins, and whistled 
to his horses, looking straight down the road as if his 
team needed his undivided attention. 

" That was a singular thing," said Claude, looking as 
solemn as a judge. " What did you do with the deer?" 

" Toted it down to camp on my back, and eat it." 

"What do 3'ou think of the weather, Baron?" 
inquired Adams, for it was still cloudy. 

" You can't alius tell 'bout the weather down here. I 
should say, though," taking a look at the sky, " tliat it 
will be pretty likely to be cloudy the rest of the day, 
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providin' it don't rain, or clear up. If it rains we shall 
be likely to have some wet weather. But if the sun 
comes out and shines, and keeps on shining, if 11 be 
likely to be pleasant. I can':t tell exactly, but thaf s my 
opinion/' 

"That is a very lucid explanation," responded 
Adams, who, with the rest of the boys on the team, 
was almost ready to shout with laughter ; " and I have 
no doubt but that your opinion is correct." 

The boys enjoyed the ride to Andover very much 
indeed, and laughed, and sang, and joked the entire dis- 
tance. They arrived at the hotel at six o'clock, and 
found supper awaiting them. ^ 

In the evening they settled with the guides, paid their 
bill at the hotel, discarded their old clothes, and put on 
their best. They engaged Mr. Thomas to start at day- 
light in the morning with their boats, in order to reach 
Bryant's Pond by the time the train left. 

After sleeping in a tent so long they found the rooms 
seemed stived and close, and they did not obtain a. very 
good nighf s sleep. They spoke about it in the morning 
to the guides who had come over, to the hotel to see 
them off, and Frank told them it would take them a 
week to get used to sleeping in close rooms again. 

" I tell you what we can do, boys," said Maynard, as 
they climbed to the top of the stage ; " we can engage 
lodgings on the Common for a few nights after we get 
home." 

They bade the guides and the landlord good-by, 
not forgetting old Macodemus, who put in an appear- 
ance at the last moment, kissed their hands to the ladies, 
and rode off singing a song that Wingate had composed 
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expressly for the occasion, entitled, " We'll come again, 
you bet ! " 

The party reached the Androscoggin, and were ferried 
over in safety, and arrived at the depot at Bryant's Pond 
in season for the train, and without having met with 
any incident worth relating. 

They found the boats on the platform, and with the 
aid of the station-agent, Mr. Dunham, a most obliging 
gentleman, they contrived to get the boats into the bag- 
gage-car. 

They found the train crowded, and as they could not 
get seats together in any of the common passenger-cars, 
they went into the Pullman, the extra fare from Bryant's 
Pond to Portland being less than half a dollar. 

In Portland they found they would not be able to get 
their boats from Portland to Boston on the cars, so 
they engaged Prince's Express, one of whose men 
they noticed at the Grand Trunk Depot, to take charge 
of the boats, and forward them to Boston that night by 
steamer. 

The boys made a hasty lunch before the cars started, 
and left for Boston by the Eastern Railroad, arriving in 
the city at eight o'clock. They hired a couple of hacks, 
and were driven to their respective homes, where, after 
their long absence, it is needless to say they were 
warmly welcomed by their friends. 

The following day their boats arrived safely, and were 
stored for the winter. 

Having seen our young friends safely home we will 
now leave them until their next trip to the Maine 
woods. It did not occur the next summer, as they ex- 
pected ; but two years from the date of their first lake 
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trip they made another, and as their adventures on that 
occasion are well worth relating, they will appear in 
the second volume of this series, entitled ^^ A Trip to 

PARBiACHSNSB/' 
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FARRARS STANDARD PUBUCATJONS. 

FARRAR'S 

MOOSEHEAD LAKE 

AND THB 

NORTH MAINE WILDERNESS, 

ILLUSTRATED. 

Is a book that every Tourist and Sportsman should 
read. It gives a thorough description of all of interest 
in the vicinity of Moosehead Lake, and the wilderness 
North, and also contains tours down the West Branch of 
the Penobscot, and the St. John, and up the Kennebec 
and Moose Rivers. Several very interesting and in- 
structive accounts of the 

ASCENT OF MOUNT KATAHDIN, 
The Monarch of Maine, 

will also be found in its pages. 

With this book and its accompanying map, and a 
pocket compass one could travel over all the northern 
part of the Pine Tree State, without any danger of 
becoming lost. 

It is written in an entertaining and instructive manner, 
and contains none of the dry and useless details to be 
found in the conventional Guide Books of the day. 

It is carefully revised each winter and a new and 
corrected edition issued each spring, and like wine it 
improves with age. The illustrations are striking and 
faithful, and several fresh ones are added every year. 

The press have spoken very highly of this work, and 
any person contemplating a visit to Moosehead Lake 
should read it before they go. 
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FARRAIfS STANDARD PUBLICATIONS. 

FARRAR'S 

MOOSEHEAD LAKE 

AND THX 

HORTH MAINE WILDERKESS. 

ILLUSTRATED. 

A Thorough and Comprehensive Hand Book 

OF 

MOOSEHEAD LAIE Al VIGIM, 

The Wilds of Northern Maine, and the Headwaters of 

the Kennebec, Penobscot and St. John Rivers, 

accompanied by a 

LARGE AND CORRECT MAP OF THE LAKE REGION, 

ALSO CONTAINS THB 

Game and Fish Laws of Maine, 

(As Revised by the Last Legislature.) 

Railroad, Steamboat, and Stage Routes, and other 
valuable information. Contains 240 pages and 25 full 
page Illustrations. Handsomely bound in paper. 



I>RICB3, 50 CENTS. 



Boston, Lee & Shepard, Publishers; New York, Charles T. Dilling- 
ham. May be obtained at any Bookstore, or will be sent by mail, 
postage paid, on receipt of price by 

CHARLES A. J. FARRAR, Jamaica Plain, Mass, 
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FARRAR'S POCKET MAP 



MOOSEHEAD LAKE 



NORTH MAINE WILDERNESS. 

Printed on tough linen paper, and handsomely bound in cloth. Size 
20x24 inches. 

Every Tourist, Sportsman, Hunter, and Lumberman should have one 
of these maps. 

It includes the headwaters of the Kennebec, Penobscot and St. 
John Rivers, and their principal branches, comprising every Lake^ 
Pond and Stream in Northern Maine of any size. 

Shows all the County and Logging Roads, and 

Railroad, Steamboat 

and Stage Routes. 

The only correct and reliable Map of Northern Maine and the 
Moosehead Lake Country ever published. 



PRICE, 80 CENTS. 



May be obtained at any Bookstore, or will be sent by mail, postage 
p^dd, on receipt of price, by 

CHAS. A. J. FARRAR. 

Jamaica Plain, Maea. 
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FARRAR'S 

Richardson iRangeley Lakes, 

ILLUSTRATED. 

A COMPLETE GUIDE 



RANGELEY AND RICHARDSON LAKES, 

CONNECTICUT, 

Parmachenee and Kennebago Lakes, 

The Headwaters of the Connecticut, Magalloway and 
Androscoggin Rivers, 

DixviLLE Notch, Andover, Maine, and Vicinity. 

Beautifully printed on Fine White Paper ; contains 256 pages. Fifty 
Full Page Illustrations, and the best MAP of the Lake Region ever 
made. Size, 20 x 24 inches. Handsomely bound in illuminated 
paper covers. 

PRICE 50 CENTS. 



BOSTON: 
XjEE & SBPffiI>-AJiI>, I*iiblisliers. 

New York, Charles T. Dillingham. 

May be obtained at any Bookstore, or will be sent by mall, postage 
paid, on receipt of price, by 

CHARLES A. J. FARRAH, 

JAMAICA PLAIN, MASS. 
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FARRAR'S 

Richardson « Rangeley Lakes 

ILLUSTRATED. 

Contains a full and complete account of the Lake Region, and its 
entire vicinage. It describes the best places for Fishing and Gunning, 
and gives all needed information to the Sportsman or Tourist wishing 
to visit the country. 

All the different Railroad, Steamboat and Stage Routes, and the 
fares by each, Hotels and prices for board, Time Tables, Guides, 
Scenic Attractions, &c., are spoken of in the book. The Game and 
Game Fish Laws of both Maine and New Hampshire, are also among 
its contents, and as often as these are revised in the Legislature, they 
are changed in the book. 

This Guide is always reliable and accurate from the fact that the 
author spends his entire summer in the Lake Region and notes all the 
changes that take place. The work is thoroughly revised each winter 
and a new edition issued every year about the first of May, thus 
making it a COMPLETE DIRECTORY of the entire 

Lake Region of North-Western Maine and 
Northern New Hampshire. 

Many well educated and traveled people have pronounced it the best 
and most readable Guide Book ever published in this country. 

A large number of Fine Wood Engravings give additional interest 
to the text, several thousand dollars having been spent on this 
department alone. 
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STEREOSCOPIC ^ VIEWS 



Richardson (Rangeley) Lakes Region, 

PUBLISHED AND FOR SALE BY 

• CHARLES A. J. FARRAR, JAMAICA PLAIN, MASS. 



My list of views now embrace scenes 

On The FARMINGTON ROUTE, 

comprising views in and aroimd Farmington, views on the railroad 
between Farmington and Phillips, scenes in and around Phillips, views 
on the stage-road between Phillips and Greenvale, scenes in and around 
Greenvale, Rangeley Lake, Rangeley Village (City), Lake Kennebago, 
Rangeley Outlet, Indian Rock, Mooselucmaguntic Lake, and Bema 
Stream. 

On The BRYANT'S POND and ANDOVER ROUTE 

I have views at Bryant's Pond, of the Androscoggin River at Rumford, 
scenes in and around Andover, views on the stage-road between 
Andover and the " Arm of the Lake," scenes on the two Richardson 
Lakes and at the Middle and Upper DiUns. 

On The BETHEL and UPTON ROUTE 

i have scenes in and around Bethel, on the stage-road between Bethel 
and Upton, views in and around Upton, on Lake Umbagog, at Enrol, 
on the Magalloway River, the entire distance between the Andro- 
scoggin and Parmachenee I^e, and on Parmachenee Lake. 
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On The NORTH STRATFORD and COLEBROOK ROUTE 

I have views at North Stratford, views on the stage-foad between 
North Stratford and Colebrook, scenes in and around Colebrook, views 
on the stage-road from Colebrook to Errol Dam, the road passing 
through the celebrated Dixville Notch, and views of Qear Stream 
Meadows. 

On The CONNECTICUT LAKE ROUTE 

I have views on the stage-road between Colebrook and the first Con- 
necticut Lake, views at Connecticut Lake, on the road between first and 
second Connecticut Lakes, at the second Connecticut Lake, and Qn 
the trail from the second Connecticut Lake to Parmachenee and 
FUnt*s Camp. 
I have also some fine views made at 

BERLIN FALLS. 

embracing scenes at the Falls, in and around the village, the Andro- 
scoggin River, and views of the White Mountains and other peaks. 

A Descriptive List of My Views with Prices, 

Mailed. Free to any AddresB on Application. 

Views are sent by mail, postage prepaid, to all parts of the country 
on receipt of price. 

My list of Views is constantly increasing, and a new catalogue is 
issued each falL 

Some of the above Views are made CABINET SIZE, and others 
FULL SIZE PLATE, mounted on 8 x lo BRISTOL BOARD, suitable 
for framing. 
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L * ■ 

FARRAE'S 

NEW POCKET MAP 

OF THK 

Banpley asl BicMoii Lates Bepo, 

COHKECTICraT. PABMACHEKEE AHD 
KEHHEBAGO LAKES. 

AMD TUB 

Headwaters of the Connecticut, Androscoggin, Magal- 

loway, Sandy and Dead Rivers, Dixville Notch, 

Andover, Me., and vicinity. 

AI^O ALL THB 

RAILROAD, Stage and Steamboat Routes, 

Size 20 X 24 inches, printed on tough linen paper, neatly folded, bound 
in handsome cloth covers. Indispensable to the Sportsman, Tourist 
and Lumberman visiting the Lakes. 

Pronounced by competent judges to be the best and most correct 
Map of this country ever made. Surveys by Daniel Barker, Esq., of 
Bangor, Me. 



PRICE 50 CENTS. 



May be obtained at any bookstore, or will be sent by mail, postage 
paid, on receipt of price, by 

CHARLES A. J. FARRAR, Jamaica Plain, Mass. 
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Gamp Life in the Wilderness, 

A Laugliable and Exciting Story of 

SPORTING AND ADVENTURE 



RICHARDSON (RANGELEY) LAKES, 
By CHARLES A. J. FARRAR, 
Paper Cover, 224 Pages, 12 Illustrations. 



PiMCE, 50 CENTS. 



This is a charming idyl of wood life, and will be read by all admirers of 
SPRINGER, THOREAU, and WINTHROP. 

It is a book that should find a place in every Sportsman's and Tourist's 
Library. 

Mr. Farrar^s many visits to the Maine Wilderness gives him a peculiar 
aptitude for the production of such a work as CAMP LIFE. 

Several notices from the press are appended below, showing what the corps 
editorial think of the book. 

««Camp Life in the Wilderness," a Tale of the Richardson Lakes, with 
twelve Illustrations on wood engraved by Johnson, by Charles A. J. Farrar, 
gives the experiences of a party of Bostonians who spent a summer vacation 
fn the Rangeley Lake region, and is well calculated to while away a leisure 
hour and furnish much reliable information in regard to that famous locality. 
A. Williams & Co.Soston Sunday Herald. 

** Camp Life in the Wilderness, By Charles A. J. Farrar, has been sent 
us by the publishers, Messrs. A. Williams & Co. The work is valuable, as 
containing useful and reliable hints to those seekinp^ recreation by the econon^ 
icEil plan suggested by the title. A graphic description of the Rangeley Lake 
region is given, accompanied with excellent illustrations of the various points 
ot interest. The usual summer exodus to tlie lakes will soon commence, and 
the book will be a useful companion to those making the journey.— iVbr/b/* 
County Gazette^ May 3, 1879. 

Can be obtained at any bookstore, or will be sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt 
of price, by 

CHARLES A. J. FARRAR, Jamaica Plain, Mass. 
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